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PREFACE 

A  man  ought  to  write  a  play  to  more  purpose  than  merely 
to  have  it  read;  however,  it  is  within  my  means  only  to  pro- 
duce this  one  in  a  book. 

Boadicea  is  not  the  first  play  I  have  written;  it  is  the  sixth, 
and  the  third  in  verse  form.  Three  of  the  other  plays  have 
had  modest  productions. 

The  theatre  has  many  branches  for  which  a  man  might  write 
—  or  re-write  —  a  play:  there  is  the  actress,  or  the  actor,  or 
the  group  of  players,  or  the  director,  or  the  producer,  or  the 
scene  maker,  or  the  audience,  or  the  box  office,  or  intricately 
balanced  combinations  of  these.  But  this  play  as  here  printed 
was  written  for  an  old,  simple  and  enduring  branch  of  the 
theatre;  it  was  written  for  the  stage.  And  the  bare  stage,  1 
believe,  is  the  only  branch  of  the  theatre  which  demands  of  a 
poet  the  utmost  music  of  his  heart;  and  then  demands  of  the 
producer,  the  director,  the  actors  and  the  audience  entire  faith 
in  the  vision  of  the  poet. 

The  following  analysis  of  Boadicea  will  help  to  make  clear 
what  I  tried  to  create  for  the   stage: 

I.  The  bald  historical  account  of  Boadicea's  life  is  not  a  trage- 
dy, it  is  an  outrage:  she  was  apparently  brutalised,  defeated 
and  driven  to  her  death  by  the  insensate  force  of  Rome, 
which  is  very  much  as  if  she  had  been  knocked  down  and 
killed  by  a  five  ton  truck.  But  her  life  may  be  looked  at 
with  poetic  vision  and  seen  in  the  light  of  high  tragedy.  If 
she  goes  to  war  against  the  Romans  because  her  own  pas- 
sions sweep  away  her  wisdom,  and  later  kills  herself  be- 
cause she  understands  that  she  has  allowed  her  passions, 
however  provoked,  to  betray  her  higher  nature,  then  her 
story  is  a  tragedy,  for  then  her  ultimate  vision,  her  ultimate 
spirit,  remains  greater  than  the  forces  which  bring  to  an  end 
her  mere  mortal  life;  and  we,  witnessing  her  story,  are  up- 


lifted  to  wonder  and  fear  in  the  presence  of  a  great  spirit, 
rather  than  lacerated  with  anger  and  terror  at  beholding  a 
brutal  outrage. 

II.  The  simplest  statement  of  the  theme  of  this  tragedy  is  her 
line: 

"I  have  murdered  peace,  and  can  not  live." 

The  extenuating  circumstances,  which  enable  us  to  under- 
stand why  Boadicea  murdered  peace,  are  phophesied  in  the 
following  lines  and  carried  out  in  later  actions: 

"Sometimes  when  our  souls  are  at  labor  for  peace, 
The  upstart  passions  of  our  unruly  hearts 
Whip  us  on  to  the  savage  strides  of  war." 

III.  High  poetic  tragedy  is,  in  its  nature,  sacred  rather  than 
profane.  Its  concern  is  the  spirit,  not  the  body;  the  grace 
of  the  soul,  not  the  customs,  dignities  and  possessions  of  the 
flesh.  For  Boadicea  to  be  mistreated,  to  lose  her  crown 
and  sword  and  wealth,  to  be  spit  upon  by  the  Romans,  may 
be  a  misfortune,  even  a  dramatic  misfortune,  but  it  is  no 
tragedy.  If  she  stain  the  grace  of  her  soul,  that  is  a  tragedy. 
The  Romans  can  not  stain  the  grace  of  her  soul;  only  she 
can  do  it.  Therefore  the  Romans  are  of  secondary  im- 
portance, and  only  useful  as  mere  outward  symbols  of  the 
inner  passions  which  corrupt  her  grace. 

IV.  Since  tragedy  is  sacred  rather  than  profane,  its  setting 
on  the  stage  should  be  sacred  rather  than  profane.  Though 
it  may  not  always  seem  possible  to  have  a  single  set  for  a 
tragedy,  every  effort  should  be  made  to  do  so,  and  the  set 
should  have  the  simplicity  and  dignity  of  a  spiritual  back- 
ground rather  than  the  aspect  of  a  worldly  background.  It 
is  for  this  reason  that  I  have  adopted  the  single  set  which 
would  stand  with  spiritual  permanence  and  simplicity 
throughout  the  play. 

V.  Since  tragedy  treats  of  disaster  in  a  single  soul,  I  elimi- 
nated as  many  definitely  named  characters  as  I  could,  re- 
taining only  those  essential  for  the  execution  of  the  action 
in  a  rich  and  dignified  manner.  I  felt  that  other  characters 
were  useful  only  in  so  far  as  they  might  center  and  heighten 


the  passion  in  Boadicea,  and  allowed  none  of  them  to  in- 
troduce thoughts  or  feelings  which  did  not  have  a  direct 
bearing  on  her  spiritual  conflict. 

VI.  The  movement  of  spiritual  affairs  is  simple  and  large; 
the  movement  of  worldly  affairs  is  rapid,  discontinuous  and 
various.  Since  a  tragedy  is  spiritual  and  religious  in  its 
import,  I  tried  to  make  my  scenes  massive,  simple  and  of 
spiritual  aspect,  rather  than  rapid,  various  and  profane.  I 
wanted  to  achieve  spiritual  grandeur  rather  than  profane 
excitement. 

VII.  With  the  above  convictions  in  mind,  I  proceeded  as 
follows : 

I  opened  the  play  with  the  attention  focused  immediately 
on  Boadicea,  and  made  a  brave  attempt  never  thereafter  to 
let  the  focus  be  shifted  from  her. 

In  her  first  speech  of  any  length  I  had  her  state  clearly  the 
outward  theme  of  the  play,  war  and  peace,  and  the  spiritual 
significance  of  that  theme  to  her:  she  was  laboring  for  peace, 
but  was  a  woman  who  might  be  swept  by  passion  into  war. 
In  the  first  scene  I  had  perforce  to  introduce  a  corollary  sub- 
ject: her  love  for  Prasutagus  and  her  grief  at  his  death;  I 
handled  it  as  best  I  could  to  give  a  sense  of  Boadicea's  great- 
ness of  soul. 

In  the  second  scene,  to  avoid  narration  at  that  point,  I  showed 
the  Romans  carrying  off  plunder,  but  through  Vespasian 
brought  onto  the  stage  the  image  and  consciousness  of  Boadicea. 

In  the  third  scene  I  showed  Boadicea  actually  endeavoring 
to  maintain  peace,  which,  by  this  point,  had  become  synonomous 
with  her  grace   of   soul. 

In  the  fourth  scene  the  accumulation  of  blows  from  the 
Romans  and  of  demands  from  her  own  people  finally  stir  her 
passions  to  the  pitch  where  she  is  swept  beyond  endurance  into 
war.  When  she  orders  the  prisoners  to  be  sacrificed,  she 
desecrates  her  spirit;  it  is  her  tragic  crime.  But  the  play  would 
not  be  a  tragedy  unless  she  were  to  recognize  this  act,  either  at 
the  moment  or  later,  as  a  crime ;  and  her  spirit  would  not  be  a 


great  —  or  tragic  —  spirit  unless,  understanding  her  crime,  she 
accept  suffering  for  it. 

In  the  last  scene,    acknowledging    her    crime,    she    suffers 
death  in  expiation  of  it. 

*     *     * 

I  now  offer  the  work  with  a  sincere  hope  that  it  may  be 
enjoyed. 


R.  R. 


Newtown,  Conn., 
1938-1939 
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CHARACTERS 

THE   BRITONS: 

BOADICEA  Queen  of  the  Iceni 

JSSKf— } H"D»*"" 

PRASUTAGUS King  of  the  Iceni 

DRUID 

BARD 

GWERYDD King  of  Wales 

CORBRED  King  of  Scotland,  Boadicea's  brother 

BRITISH  CHIEFS,  PRIESTESSES,  MEN,  WOMEN, 

CHILDREN 

(Note:  In  this  play,  the  modern  terms,  Wales  and  Scot- 
land, are  used  instead  of  the  old  terms,  Cambria  and 
Albion.) 

THE  ROMANS 

SUETONIUS Imperial  Roman  Governor  of  Britain 

VESPASIAN,  A  Roman  General,  later  Emperor  of  Rome 

CATUS,  CEREALIS  AND  SOLDIERS 


TIME,    summer,  61  A.  D. 
PLACE,    Britain. 

The  entire  action  takes  place  on  a  single  set. 

A  majestic  upright  monolith  dominates  the  scene.  Before  it 
is  a  raised  platform  of  sod  in  several  levels.  Behind  it  the  land 
falls  away,  with  other  monoliths  and  hills  shown  in  the  distance. 
Off  right  is  farm  land;  off  left,  a  grove  of  sacred  oaks.  En- 
trances are  left,  right,  and  from  behind  the  monolith.  Intermis- 
sions between  scenes  should  be  as  brief  as  possible,  marked  by 
black  outs  rather  than  curtain,  so  that  the  action  is  in  effect  con- 
tinuous. 
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SCENE  ONE 


(May  Day  at  dawn.  Two  empty  throne  chairs  on  the  sod 
platform,  backs  to  the  great  stone.  The  one  on  the  right  has  the 
higher  back  and  gold  ornamentation  to  show  it  is  the  ruler's 
chair.  Grouped  left  on  lower  levels,  Druid,  Bard,  Chiefs  and 
noble  Britons.  Many  of  the  Britons  wear  chaplets  of  oak  and 
mistletoe.  Grouped  right,  Suetonius,  Roman  Governor  of 
Britain,  his  generals,  Catus  and  Cerealis,  and  Roman  Soldiers. 
Vespasian  stands  slightly  apart  from  them.  The  Romans  are 
armed  in  metal;  some  of  the  Britons  have  swords,  some  shields 
of  leather  or  wicker.  The  immediate  impression  to  the  eyes  is 
that  the  Romans  are  men  of  steel  whose  business  is  war;  the 
Britons  a  pastoral  people  only  of  flesh,  who  have  a  few  weapons 
for  defense.) 

BARD 

(Standing  on  the  low  part  of 
the  platform,  looking  over  the 
Britons) 

Boadicea  comes  ahead.    She 

Will  speak  before  the  dying  King  arrives. 

Britons !    Make  way  for  your  beloved  Queen ! 

( The  Britons  part,  leaving  an 
aisle  for  Boadicea.  This  aisle 
will  be  held  open  until  the 
King  comes.  The  Bard 
strikes  his  harp) 

She  has  been  fashioned  by  immortal  Gods 

To  walk  our  earth  in  wonder  and  to  be 

Our  strength.    Her  steps  make  music,  and  her  voice 

Is  the  song  of  the  hearts  of  our  people: 

Hail,  Boadicea! 

Great  of  spirit ! 

Pride  of  Britain ! 

Beloved  Queen ! 

(The  Bard  steps  down  among 
the  Britons) 
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BRITONS 

Hail !    Boadicea ! 

(Boadicea  enters  between  her 
people,  pauses  at  the  foot  of 
the  platform) 

BOADICEA 

Hail,  Romans!     Hail  Britons! 
We  are  met  in  the  name  of  peace ! 

(Boadicea  goes  up  to  the 
throne  chairs  and,  laying  a  , 
flower  from  her  hair  on  the 
large  one,  stands  beside  it  for 
a  moment  in  sorrow  before 
she  speaks) 

BOADICEA 

Prasutagus,  my  King,  is  dying. 
Soon  he  will  sit  beside  me  here  to  greet  you ; 
Then  soon,  and  then  too  soon,  he  will  be  gone. 
Through  empty  hours  of  lone,  empty  years, 
Sorrow  will  sit  beside  me  on  an  empty  throne. 
But  I  must  not  let  my  private  thoughts  spoil 
This  meeting  with  a  woman's  haunted  grief. 

(Boadicea  goes  to  stand  beside 
her  chair) 

I  came  alone  through  the  May  Day  dawn, 

And  the  fragrance  of  the  morning  nearly  eased  my  heart: 

The  sweet  and  slender  grass  is  bent  with  dew; 

The  far  green  hills  are  shaped  in  folds  of  light; 

And  the  strength  of  the  earth  seems  everlasting. 

How  fresh  and  wide  and  green  is  the  peace  of  earth 

At  dawn !    The  drowsy  flowers  waken,  and  the  birds 

Redouble  light  with  airy,  limpid  song, 

Until  the  harmonies  of  earth  and  sky 

Make  single  music  of  surpassing  peace, 

Almost  too  rare  for  the  troubled  ears  of  men. 
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Romans !    Britons !    We  are  met  in  the  name  of  peace ! 

(Boadicea  sits  in  the  smaller 
throne) 

It  is  the  will  of  Prasutagus  that  I 

Prepare  you  for  his  message : 

His  life  is  at  the  ebb.    His  strength  is  low. 

He  would  give  his  final  hour  for  peace. 

Sometimes,  when  our  souls  are  at  labor  for  peace, 

The  upstart  passions  of  our  unruly  hearts 

Make  torn  red  ruin  of  our  better  selves, 

And  whip  us  on  to  the  savage  strides  of  war. 

I,  myself,  in  days  we  all  remember, 

Have  lost  my  gentle  voice  and  lost  my  sweet 

Restraint  in  rude  and  angry  bursts  of  war ; 

My  soul  has  been  uptorn  and  seared  with  hate; 

But  now  my  afterthought  regrets  those  days, 

And  I  lament  my  stained  soul. 

Today,  with  hearts  serene  and  high  clear  minds, 

Let  us  make  a  treaty  which,  in  some 

Dread  hour  of  accidental  passion, 

Shall  ring  through  our  minds  like  the  voice  of  immortal  gods, 

And  swift  recall  us  to  the  ways  of  peace, 

Before  we  black  our  hearts  with  slaughter. 

DRUID 

Boadicea!  Look  aloft! 

(Druid  points  upward.    Every 
one  looks  upward) 

BOADICEA 

It  is  an  eagle,  Druid.    He  wheels 

Three  times  in  tawny  strength  and  wing  wide  ease 

High  above  our  peaceful  meeting  here. 

DRUID 

And  thrice  his  harsh  throat  screams,  as  if  of  war ! 
Happening  thus,  within  the  very  hour 
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When  you  would  make  a  treaty  here  with  Rome, 
I  take  it  for  a  fearful  prodigy. 

BOADIGEA 

When  will  our  stout  and  warlike  hearts 

Waken  to  the  music  of  most  fertile  peace, 

And  cast  back  to  chaos  and  old  oblivion 

The  cruel  discords  of  war! 

Until  three  years  ago,  bloody  broils 

Too  often  bruised  and  rent  our  amity; 

The  people  slept  in  dread  and  woke  to  death. 

Prasutagus,  then,  by  strength  and  wisdom, 

Established  peace  and  maintained  peace: 

The  Romans  have  been  busy  building  roads 

And  temples ;  the  Britons  have  worked  the  fertile  soil, 

But  the  time  has  come  when  Rome  requires 

New  and  higher  taxes,  which  means  resistance, 

Squabbles,  bloodshed,  darkening  into  days  of  war 

And  nights  of  flame  torn  fury. 

This  Roman  need  for  taxes  can  be  met, 

The  cause  of  war  removed,  and  peace  assured: 

To  that  end,  Prasutagus  comes 

To  read  his  final  will,  which  shall  make  peace. 

SUETONIUS 

When  you  Britons  cease  to  resent 
The  benefits  of  Empire,  peace  will  be 
A  natural  thing,  under  the  rule  of  Rome. 

GWERYDD 

When  the  last,  rude,  imperious  Roman 

Goes  back  to  Rome,  leaving  Britain  to  the  Britons, 

I'll  hang  my  sword  away,  assured  of  peace. 

BOADIGEA 

Suetonius, 

It  has  been  the  business  of  your  life 

To  go  to  war:  Empire,  sword  and  shield 
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Have  given  bias  to  your  great,  strong  mind, 

And  you  more  often  dream  of  conquest  than  of  peace; 

But  if  you  ask,  in  the  name  of  Rome,  full  sway 

Over  Britain's  free  and  ancient  people, 

You  ask  too  much. 

And  Gwerydd,  King  of  Wales,  you  ask  too  much: 

You  come  from  those  smoky  western  crags 

Where  half  the  earth  and  all  the  sky  is  seeming; 

You  build  your  world  of  passion,  faith,  desire, 

You  yearn  for  the  golden  dream  of  antique  days, 

And  overlook  the  sturdy  changes  of  time. 

Shall  we  be  gods  and  demigods  of  war, 

And  shape  our  days  with  bloodstained,  angry  swords, 

And  dig  our  barren  graves  with  broken  spears? 

Or  shall  we  remember  that  we  are  simple  folk, 

Fulfilling  useful  lives  in  pursuits  of  peace? 

Once  this  land  was  empty,  except  for  a  few 

Rude  savage  folk,  barefoot  and  clad  in  skins; 

Then  we  Britons  came,  and  through  the  wheel 

Of  slow  great  centuries,  we  made 

This  land  the  sea-girt  pasture  of  our  race. 

A  hundred  years  ago,  the  Romans  came. 

We  must  admit  the  Romans  have  come  to  stay; 

They  must  admit  that  we  are  here  by  right: 

Romans  and  Britons,  we  must  learn  to  do 

Our  simple  growing  side  by  side,  in  peace. 

BOADIGEA  (rises) 

Here  comes  Prasutagus,  the  King, 

With  our  two  Royal  Daughters  at  his  side. 


(Prasutagus  enters  left,  pass- 
ing among  the  Britons.  He  is 
near  death.  Fridia,  who 
carries  his  shield  and  spear, 
supports  his  left  side.  Naira, 
garlanded  with  flowers,  sup- 
ports his  right  side.  As  he 
reaches  center,  a  golden 
tenor  voice  is  heard  singing 
from  the  fields  off  right. 
Prasutagus  pauses  to  listen) 
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VOICE  (off  right) 

Tir-ra-Ia!     Sweet  singing  lark! 

Bringeth  in  this  golden  day! 
Tir-ra-la!     Sweet  singing  lark! 

Maketh  new  this  golden  day! 

PRASUTAGUS 

Hark!  Hear  the  voice  of  the  happy  hind 
Rejoicing  at  his  work  on  the  fertile  earth! 
Nature's  serene,  great  music  of  the  May  Day  dawn 
Has  awakened  melody  in  his  earthy  breast. 

VOICE  (off  right) 

Tir-ra-la!     Merry  May  begun! 
Blooming  earth  and  golden  sun! 

PRASUTAGUS 

Hark!     How  the  farm  lad  sings  again, 

As  he  plants  new  seed  in  the  ancient  earth! 

(Prasutagus  skirts  on  with  his 
daughters,  and  while  he  goes 
up  to  the  throne,  the  voice 
sings.  Prasutagus  picks  up 
the  flower  from  his  throne, 
realizes  what  it  is,  and  kisses 
Boadicea's  hand  before  he 
sits) 


VOICE  (off  right) 


(Fridia  places  the  shield  in 
front  of  his  knees,  and  stands 
beside  him,  holding  his  spear. 
Boadicea  sits.  Naira  stands 
beside  her.  When  the  off- 
stage song  is  ended,  Prasuta- 
gus speaks) 


Tir-ra-la!     The  world  is  green! 

My  seed  I  sow,  make  merry! 
Tir-ra-la!     The  world  is  green! 

Tir-ra-la!     Sing  cuckoo! 
Cuckoo ! 
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PRASUTAGUS 

Mine  is  an  arm  grown  tired  of  war, 

Mine  is  a  brow  grown  tired  of  rule, 

Mine  is  a  body  grown  tired  of  years; 

This  is  the  place  and  the  day  and  the  hour  of  my  death. 

I,  Prasutagus,  King  of  the  Iceni, 

The  largest  realm  and  space  in  Britain, 

Have  beheld  eternity,  and  shall  live  no  more. 

But  before  I  commend  my  spirit  to  the  immortal  gods, 

I  shall  sign  a  lasting  peace  with  Rome. 

BOADIGEA 

What  is  peace  on  earth,  without  you? 

Boadicea's  warm  bright  hand 

Touches  your  brow,  sweeping  death  away. 

I  shall  go  to  war  with  death,  and  fight 

Him  down  the  vastness  of  the  day  and  night, 

To  hold  you  longer  living  at  my  side ; 

I  shall  be  a  warrior  Queen, 

And  show  no  mercy  to  this  horrid  foe, 

Who  comes  to  rob  me  of  all  I  love. 

PRASUTAGUS 

Boadicea,  my  beloved  Queen, 

Do  not  withhold  me  from  my  immortal  needs: 

My  death  is  not  a  foe,  but  comes  with  gifts 

Of  sweet  enlargement  for  my  astonished  soul. 

There  is  left  me  only  time  enough 

To  complete  this  last  great  act  of  peace, 

For  which  these  Romans  meet  my  Britons  now. 

Vespasian,  in  long  gone  years  my  worthy  foe, 

But  now  my  last  great  friend,  has  helped  me  work 

Out  term  of  certain  peace.    Vespasian? 

VESPASIAN  (steps  forward) 

First,  let  me  bid  you  all  farewell. 
Within  the  next  few  days  I  return  to  Rome; 
Imperial  Nero  has  called  me  to  other  service ; 
I  no  longer  have  any  say  in  Britain, 
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Except  the  simple  words  of  friendship: 

I  shall  remember  Britain,  and  those  who  loved  me  here. 

It  is  now  Suetonius,  Imperial  Governor, 

Who  waits  to  hear  what  you  propose. 

PRASUTAGUS 

I  propose  continued  peace. 

VESPASIAN 

He  has  full  power  to  agree  to  peace:  • 

Gatus  and  Gerealis,  his  generals, 
Will  obey  him. 

PRASUTAGUS 

What  Vespasian  says,  we  shall  believe. 
Now,  to  your  silence,  let  me  read  my  will. 

VESPASIAN  (steps  back) 
PRASUTAGUS  (reads  from  a  parchment) 

I,  Prasutagus,  King  of  the  Iceni, 

Knowing  my  time  has  come  to  die, 

Make  this  solemn  testament  of  peace 

With  Rome.    One  half  of  all  my  wealth  I  leave 

To  Nero,  Emperor  of  Rome: 

It  shall  be  inventoried  and  freely  given, 

And  by  Rome  accepted  in  the  place  and  stead 

Of  new  and  higher  taxes: 

The  other  half  to  my  two  daughters  here, 

Fridia  and  Naira,  in  equal  shares : 

My  crown,  my  sword,  my  royal  power, 

I  bequeath  to  Boadicea,  Queen: 

Rome  shall  protect  and  defend  her  royal  throne: 

She  shall  aid  Suetonius  to  maintain 

The  Roman  rights  and  customs  which  long  use 

Have  established  in  this  island: 

Britons  shall  respect  the  Roman  worship; 

Rome  shall  respect  the  British  altars  and  gods: 

Peace  shall  be  the  sacred  will  of  all. 

(Prasutagus  has  finished  read- 
ing; speaks  to  Suetonius) 
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Suetonius,  will  you,  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Put  the  Imperial  seal  beside  mine  here? 

(Suetonius  steps  to  the  throne 
while  candle  and  wax  are 
handed  to  Boadicea) 

(Boadicea  begins  to  soften  the 

wax) 

SUETONIUS 
I  will. 

PRASUTAGUS 

Boadicea,  will  you  press  your  royal  seal 
Beside  Rome's  here,  in  the  name  of  peace? 

BOADICEA 
I  will. 

GWERYDD 

I  am  against  it! 

Rome  has  pillaged  here  a  hundred  years, 

Since  Julius  Caesar  swarmed  our  island. 

If  Prasutagus,  King  of  the  Iceni, 

Gives  half  his  wealth  to  Nero  to  purchase  peace, 

Then  I,  Gwerydd,  King  of  Wales, 

When  I  come  to  die — well — we  know  the  Romans: 

They'll  ride  with  cohorts  to  my  palace  door, 

And  while  I  gasp  toward  final  breath, 

Require  half,  three  fourths,  or  all  my  substance 

To  purchase  peace. 

VESPASIAN 

Rome  will  not  dishonor  sacred  vows. 

BOADICEA 

Peace,  Gwerydd,  is  not  born  of  anger; 

It  is  the  huge  achievement  of  a  healthy  race ; 
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And  wisdom  and  patience  may  yet  find  fruit, 
Even  in  oppression.    War  has  no  fruit, 
Except  desolation,  horror  and  death. 
Shall  we  black  the  wide,  fair,  green  face 
Of  Britain  with  the  blood  and  smoke  of  war, 
Or  shall  we  have  peace? 

GWERYDD 

Peace.    I  am  content. 

PRASUTAGUS 

(Boadicea  puts  wax  on  parch* 
ment) 
(Prasutagus      impresses      his 
seal) 

Witness  my  seal  in  the  name  of  peace. 

SUETONIUS 

(Impressing    his    seal    in    the 
same  soft  wax) 

I,  Suetonius,  Imperial  Governor  of  Britain, 
Impress  my  seal  upon  this  sacred  treaty. 

BOADICEA 

(Impressing  her  seal) 

With  all  my  heart,  I  make  my  seal  of  peace. 

PRASUTAGUS 

(Handing   the   treaty   to   Sue- 
tonius) 

Romans !    Britons ! 

Salute  each  other  in  the  name  of  peace! 

(The  Britons  lay  down  their 
war  arms  on  the  ground  and 
hold    up    each    both    hands, 
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palms  upward,  toward  the 
Romans.  The  Romans  raise 
their  right  hands  in  military 
salute) 

PRASUTAGUS 

While  yet  the  last  fine  thread  of  mortal  time 
Withholds  my  spirit  from  immortal  flight, 
I  would  be  happy,  if  you,  my  Queen,  and  Rome, 
Would  join  your  hands,  and  from  your  sincere  hearts, 
Vow  to  each  other  your  living  will  to  peace. 

BOADIGEA 

While  my  heart  is  breaking,  must  I  yet 
Say  more?    My  only  wish  is  to  be 
Alone  with  you  in  tears  and  silence  now. 

PRASUTAGUS 

We  have  signed  a  sacred  treaty 

For  the  eyes  and  memories  of  living  men: 

But  spoken  words  between  you  will  rise  to  the  gods, 

And  register  your  sacred  oaths  in  heaven: 

The  most  eternal  deed  of  man  is  to  speak 

The  simple  syllables  of  a  sincere  heart. 

BOADIGEA 

My  heart  has  nothing  in  its  depths  but  grief, 

And  there  my  love  has  died  a  thousand  deaths 

Of  parting  from  you;  and  after  every  death, 

My  love  stands  up  to  die  again 

In  greater  anguish  at  parting  from  you. 

How  shall  I  speak  of  peace, 

When  even  as  I  speak,  death  may  come 

Without  a  sound  and  take  you  from  me? 

Yet,  if  it  be  your  dying  wish  to  hear 

Me  speak  from  my  heart  of  peace,  I  shall  do  it. 

Suetonius,  let  me  have  your  hand, 

Since  death  must  make  of  me  a  lonely  Queen. 
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(She  holds  out  her  hand,  Sue- 
tonius slowly  offers  his.  They 
clasp) 

There  is  peace  between  us,  but  each  of  us  is  proud 

Let  us  not  allow  a  sudden  storm 

Of  passion,  which  might  brew  on  either  side, 

To  be  boiled  up  to  hot  and  monstrous  war. 

I  pray  you,  if  ever  any  anger  grows, 

In  the  afterdays  of  my  sorrow  as  a  Queen, 

Between  the  Romans  and  the  Britons, 

Let  me  meet  with  you  in  simple  faith 

To  re-dedicate  our  hearts  to  peace. 

There  shall  be  peace,  Suetonius! 


(Suetonius    drops    her   hand) 


PRASUTAGUS 

Suetonius  !  Is  not  your  heart  in  this! 

SUETONIUS 

(With  an  imperious  glance  at 
all    the    Britons    and    at    the 

King) 

Peace !     Farewell ! 

(Suetonius  returns  to  his 
soldiers ,  the  treaty  in  his 
hand) 


(Everyone  is  watching  the 
Romans  as  they  begin  to 
march  off  right.  Prasutagus 
rises  to  protest,  but  slumps 
back  into  his  throne.  Boadicea 
catches  him  and  places  him 
in  his  chair.  Fridia  has 
moved  forward  with  Prasu- 
tagus' spear,  gazing  after  the 
Romans.  Three  Roman 
soldiers  have  remained  be- 
hind) 
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FRIDIA 

(Unconsciously     holding     the 
spear  aloft) 

Father !     The  heart  of  Suetonius  was  not  for  peace ! 

(She  turns  to  repeat  the  warn- 
ing) 

Father!    The  heart.  .  . 

(Sees  he  is  dead) 

Father! 


(Everyone  now  stares  at 
Boadicea  and  Prasutagus, 
Boadicea  falls  to  his  feet  and 
buries  her  head  in  his  lap) 


ROMAN    SOLDIER 

(To  one  of  his  fellows) 

Go  tell  Suetonius  the  King  is  dead! 


(One  Roman  exits.     Two  re- 
main, apart  and  ab  attention) 


NAIRA 

My  father  is  dead!     Are  even  Kings  and  fathers 
The  stuff  of  frail  mortality? 

FRIDIA 

What  is  this  death  that  destroys  a  King ! 
What  is  this  Rome  that  robs  him  of  his  wealth ! 

BRITONS 

The  King  is  dead !    The  King  is  dead ! 
VOICE  (singing  off  right) 
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Tir-ra-la!     The  world  is  green, 

With    sunshine    all    above    me! 

Tir-ra-la!    The  world  is  green! 

I  love  a  lass     who  loves  me! 

(Boadicea  rises  to  her  feet. 
All  the  Britons  stand  with 
their  heads  bowed.  The  Ro- 
mans draw  their  swords  and 
hold  them  at  salute  in  respect 
to  Prasutagus) 

BOADICEA 

Prasutagus!     My  beloved  King! 

May  your  body  rest!    May  your  spirit  sing! 

We  have  fulfilled  our  years  with  mortal  grace ; 
We  loved  the  seasons  and  we  loved  the  earth; 
And  you  begot  these  children  in  my  arms: 
My  sorrow  now  can  not  rebuild  your  face ; 
Now  all  my  seasons  come  bereft  of  mirth, 

Now  only  death  shall  have  surpassing  charms: 
In  simple  grief  I  stand  aside,  alone; 
No  step,  no  hand,  draws  near  since  you  are  gone. 

Deep  bosomed  earth  receive  your  clay  in  peace; 

Throughout  winds  and  weathers  of  the  wanton  years, 
Be  earth  a  gentle  cradle  for  your  fallen  head; 
And  after  long  despairing  of  mortal  ease, 

And  after  weary  weeping  of  slow,  soft  tears, 
I  shall  sleep  beside  you  when  I  am  dead: 
The  compound  silence  of  our  earthy  frames 
Shall  be  forgotten,  and  forgot  our  names. 
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Your  free,  immortal  spirit,  flown  aloft, 
To  dwell  in  wonder  and  in  light  above, 
Has  left  me  struck  forlorn  and  dense  with  grief; 
My  sorrowed  hand,  though  woman  warm  and  soft, 
Can  not  allure  you  back  to  mend  our  love; 
My  heart  is  broken  now  beyond  belief: 
But  when  my  spirit  breaks  my  body's  place, 
I  shall  re-find  you  in  some  starry  space. 

Rest,  Beloved,     Sing,  Beloved! 
And  let  me  grieve. 


BLACK  OUT 
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SCENE  TWO 

(Twilight  of  the  same  day.  The  stage  is  empty,  the  throne 
chairs  gone.  Enter  right  a  file  of  eight  Roman  soldiers.  Each 
of  the  first  six  carries  a  sack  of  plunder  from  the  palace  of  King 
Prasutagus.  The  last  two  carry  a  stretcher  between  them,  on 
which  is  heaped  treasure — gold  plate,  ornaments,  goblets, 
jeweled  swords,  etc.  The  soldiers  march  across  stage  and  exit 
left.     As  they  march,  they  chant,  as  follows:) 

FIRST  SOLDIER 

Julius  conquered  tribes  in  Gaul, 
Augustus  caused  great  Pompey's  fall! 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

Tiberius  butchered  men  in  Spain, 
Caligula, — diseased  and  vain! 

THIRD  SOLDIER 

Claudius  was  a  fool  at  home, 

But  Nero  conquered  mighty  Rome! 

CHORUS  OF  THE  FIRST  FIVE  SOLDIERS 

Nero  chopped  his  mother's  head, 
Nero  won  Poppaea's  bed, 
Nero's  lusts  are  amply  fed, 
Nero's  enemies  are  dead! 

SIXTH  SOLDIER 

Shush,  boys !     You  have  named  the  divine  Emperors  of  Rome ! 

(Laughter  from  all.  The 
Seventh  and  Eighth  Soldiers 
begin  the  song  over  again  as 
they  pass  offstage.  For  a  mo- 
ment the  stage  is  empty;  then 
enter  right  another  file  of  five 
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Roman  soldiers  carrying  loot. 
At  the  same  time  enter  from 
behind  the  great  stone  Sue- 
tonius and  Vespasian.  They 
mount  the  platform  and 
watch  the  file  pass  off  right.) 

VESPASIAN 

Suetonius !     I  do  not  like  it !     It  is  not  just. 

SUETONIUS 

It's  necessity  and  common  sense,  Vespasian. 

The  tall  topped  flames  of  the  funeral  pyre 

Of  Prasutagus  already  lash  at  heaven; 

The  Britons  will  wail  all  night  in  their  sacred  grove. 

That  gives  me  a  free  hand  to  strip 

His  palace  of  what  by  right  is  Nero's, — 

Their  gold,  their  jewels,  their  store  of  useful  weapons. 

(Enter  more  soldiers  with 
bags  of  plunder.  Some  of 
them  carry  three  or  four 
British  swords*  shields, 
spears,  etc.  They  file  across. 
Catus,  with  a  small  gold  and 
jewelled  ornament  which  he 
is  admiring,  comes  behind 
them  and  goes  up  to  Sue- 
tonius and  Vespasion.  Catus 
salutes) 

SUETONIUS 

Well,  Catus.    Any  trouble? 

CATUS 

None  to  speak  of.  All  but  a  few  servants 
Had  gone  to  the  funeral  of  the  dead  King ; 
Except  for  those  helpless  few,  the  palace  was  empty. 
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We  killed  the  first  who  resisted,  and  bound  the  rest. 

We  sacked  the  palace  from  top  to  bottom,  and  seized 

Every  portable  thing  of  value  we  saw. 

We  broke  into  all  locked  doors  and  chests, 

Sounded  the  walls  and  tore  the  floors  to  find 

Any  stores  of  hidden  treasure: 

Our  wagons  will  groan  away  with  tons  of  plunder. 

(He  pockets  the  ornament  and 
laughs) 

One  Briton  leapt  out  of  a  closet,  and  with  a  club 
Broke  a  soldier's  arm:  that  Briton's  dead. 
Here  come  four  others,  who  will  make  good  slaves: 
They  made  remarks  of  high  treason  against  Nero. 

SUETONIUS 

Good  work!     Quick  and  severe  does  it.    Garry  on! 

(Enter  right  and  cross  Roman 
soldier  with  four  Britons  in 
bonds) 

(Catus  salutes  Suetonius,  and 
follows  the  soldiers  off  left) 

VESPASIAN 

By  all  the  gods,  Suetonius!    This  is  unjust! 

SUETONIUS 

The  death  of  Prasutagus  sets  me  free 

To  reduce  the  whole  of  Britain  to  the  yoke  of  Rome: 

I  shall  finish  what  Julius  Caesar  began. 

VESPASIAN 

Only  today  at  dawn,  you  signed,  for  Rome, 

An  honorable  treaty  of  peace  with  these  Britons. 
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SUETONIUS 

(Takes  the  treaty  from  his 
belt,  tears  it  in  half,  drops 
the  pieces) 

You  can  see:  it's  nothing  but  scraps  of  paper. 

Shall  the  needs  of  Empire  be  denied  for  that? 

Our  countless  Roman  soldiers  have  to  eat; 

The  multitudes  in  Rome  must  be  fed; 

The  Empire's  wars  in  distant  parts  of  earth 

Must  be  financed  on  to  victory: 

We  need  the  lead  and  tin  and  cattle  of  Britain, 

Not  to  speak  of  new  and  higher  taxes, 

As  much  as  we  need  the  corn  of  Egypt,  the  slaves 

Of  Greece,  the  timber  of  Gaul,  the  gold  of  Spain. 

VESPASIAN 

Is  Rome  so  great  she  has  no  need  of  honor? 

SUETONIUS 

What  is  honor,  except  the  power  to  rule? 

I  would  dishonor  Rome,  if  I  failed 

To  seize  this  chance  to  increase  Imperial  power. 

VESPASIAN 

This  unjust  act,  at  this  unseemly  time, 
May  make  Boadicea  forget  peace. 

SUETONIUS 

Time  will  pacify  Boadicea. 

She's  a  woman.    What  can  she  do  ? 

VESPASIAN 

She  is  the  mother  of  two  daughters  whose 
Wealth  you've  taken ;  she  is  the  widow  of  a  King 
Whose  faith  you  have  betrayed;  all  the  people 
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Of  all  the  tribes  of  Britain  love  her: 

Boadicea  is  the  soul  of  Britain: 

The  fate  of  Boadicea  is  now  the  fate 

Of  her  people.    The  splendor  of  her  brooding  soul 

Has  written  grandeur  on  her  open  face: 

There  are  deeps  within  her  gentle  eyes 

Which  presage  peace  and  years  of  wisdom; 

And  yet,  imperious  passion  sometimes  rides 

Her  lips,  until  her  utterance  resounds 

Like  a  clarion  call  to  uncompromising  war. 

Her  measure  is  too  great  for  easy  guesses, 

And  her  soul  profound  beyond  idle  dreaming. 

This  act  of  yours,  Suetonius,  not  only  stains 

The  name  of  Rome:     Boadicea  may 

Be  goaded  beyond  endurance  into  war; 

And  if  Boadicea  goes  to  war, 

She  will  be  merciless! 

SUETONIUS 

It  is  I,  not  you,  who  governs  here; 
Nor  shall  my  legions  cringe  to  any  Queen. 
Prasutagus  was  their  last  strong  King: 
From  this  day  forth,  Rome  shall  be  supreme ! 


(Enter  more  soldiers  with  loot 
and  prisoners.  As  they  are 
crossing,  the  light  blacks  out) 


BLACK   OUT 
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SCENE  THREE 

(High  noon  the  following  day.    The  Coronation  of  Boadicea. 

Enter  right  two  Bards  with  bronze  horns.  They  take  posi' 
tions  at  right  and  left  of  platform,  and  blow  a  brief,  clear  tune 
on  their  horns.  Enter  several  children  scattering  flowers. 
Enter  two  chiefs  carrying  the  royal  throne  chair.  It  is  garland' 
ed  with  flowers.  They  set  it  on  the  platform,  back  to  the  stone, 
and  stand  beside  it.  Enter  Druid,  Fridia  and  Naira  behind 
him,  Fridia  with  the  crown  on  a  cushion,  Naira  with  the  sword 
on  a  cushion:  both  girls  are  crowned  with  flowers.  Boadicea 
comes  next.  Then  chiefs  and  people.  The  Druid  stops  mid 
stage.  Boadicea  at  one  side  of  him  her  daughter  at  the  other) 

DRUID 

Prasutagus,  the  King,  is  dead: 

His  immortal  spirit  lives ; 

Spirit  of  Prasutagus !    Behold  with  what 

High  reverence  we  crown  Boadicea 

Queen  and  ruler  of  your  people! 

(Boadicea  starts  up  toward  the 
throne.  She  sees  the  torn 
treaty,  picks  up  the  two 
pieces,  and  recognises  it) 

DRUID 

What  have  you  found!     An  omen? 

BOADICEA 

(Controlling  herself  with 
effort) 

It  is  a  piece  of  parchment,  torn  in  half 

And  dropped  to  the  ground  by  some  careless  Roman: 

I  shall  take  care  of  it. 

(Boadicea  puts  the  parchment 
in  her  girdle,  then  she  kneels 
before  the  throne,  back  to  the 
throne  and  face  to  the 
people) 
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NAIRA 

(Advancing  with  the  sword  on 
its  cushiony  stops  on  the  step 
below  Boadicea  and  addres- 
ses her) 

This  was  the  sword  of  Cymbeline, 

And  this  was  the  sword  of  Prasutagus, 

Two  Kings  so  great  that  they  were  unafraid  of  peace. 

(she  kneels) 

Spirit  of  my  father ! 

Last  night,  while  the  tall  upsurge  of  sacred  flames 

Lit  our  grieving  faces  round  your  funeral  pyre, 

The  Romans  outraged  your  palace  behind  our  backs; 

And  now  a  loud  turmoil  of  hate  and  fear 

Has  hurled  us  headlong  toward  the  dread  of  war, 

Until  even  simple  folk  are  shook  by  passion. 

Spirit  of  my  father! 

And  all  ye  wonder  working  gods  above! 

Hear  this  simple  prayer  of  my  childlike  breast, 

Which  is  astonished  at  the  trouble  of  the  world; 

Grant  Boadicea  so  great  a  heart 

That  she  shall  be  unafraid  of  peace ; 

And  may  the  labors  of  her  mighty  soul 

Create  new  serenities  for  our  lives. 

I,  Naira,  Boadicea's  child, 

Offer  my  heart  for  peace. 

(Lays  the  sword  on  its  cushion 
before  Boadicea) 

This  was  the  sword  of  Cymbeline: 
Let  fear  and  anger  sleep. 

(Naira  stands  aside  to  left) 

FRIDIA 

(Coming  up  with  the  crown  on 
its  cushion,  Fridia  does  not 
kneel) 
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This  was  the  crown  of  Cymbeline,  well  worn 

By  thee,  my  Father,  noble  Prasutagus. 

I,  Fridia,  Boadicea's  child, 

Cry  aloud  to  heaven: 

Let  it  be  worn  again  on  a  high,  proud  head, 

Which  will  never  stoop  to  bitter  enemies. 

Spirit  of  my  father  and  ye  gods  above ! 

Lend  Boadicea  unutterable  strength 

To  free  our  people  from  new  strokes  of  Rome, 

And  break  their  legions  down  to  blood  and  dust! 

(She  lays  the  crown  and 
cushion  before  Boadicea  and 
stands  aside  to  the  right) 

BOADICEA 

Must  war  and  peace  divide  my  daughters, 
As  they  divide  my  soul !     Be  with  me,  Gods ! 


(Druid  goes  up  to  Boadicea) 
DRUID 


(Placing  crown  on  Boadicea's 
head) 

I  crown  you  Boadicea,  Queen  of  the  Iceni, 
The  largest  realm  and  space  in  Britain! 
From  the  westward  wandering  of  the  river  Severn 
To  the  misty  margins  of  the  eastward  ocean; 
From  the  curl  of  Humber  by  its  northern  hills 
To  the  high  chopped  waves  of  the  channel  sea. 
(Boadicea  holds  out  her  two 
hands) 


(Druid   places   the   sword   in 
them) 


I  arm  you  Queen  of  this  great,  free  people: 
You  shall  serve  them  greatly  in  peace  or  war. 
Be  ready,  at  a  breath,  to  spill  your  royal  blood 
To  save  them  from  oppression. 
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BOADIGEA 

(Rises   and   holds   her   sword 
aloft) 

For  war!     For  Peace!     For  life!     I  am  the  Queen! 

VOICES 
Long  live  the  Queen!  Long  live  Boadicea,  the  Queen! 

BOADIGEA 

(Sits  on  the  throne) 

I  shall  not  begin  my  reign  in  violence. 

Let  it  be  my  first  royal  act 

To  comfort  you,  my  people,  in  your  distress. 

Yesterday,  in  the  peace  of  dawn  we  made 

A  peace  with  Rome  «  Rome  has  broken  peace. 

Let  me  employ  the  wisdom  of  my  heart 

To  mend  that  peace  again. 

Because  the  Romans  have  stripped  our  palace 

Of  all  its  toys,  must  we  waste  our  green  and  flowered 

Fields  in  the  fire  and  blood  and  black  of  war? 

Because  the  Romans  have  killed  two  men,  and  taken 

Slaves  some  others,  must  we  writhe  with  hate 

And  leap  into  the  gory  arms  of  strife? 

Let  us  believe  I  still  have  power 

To  right  these  wrongs  by  peaceful  means. 

Prasutagus  gave  his  wealth  for  peace: 

Let  us  give  our  hearts. 

FRIDIA 

By  all  the  gods  of  Britain !    The  time  has  come 
To  drive  these  Romans  from  our  native  earth! 

DRUID 

They  have  broken  the  treaty  almost  before 

The  wax  in  which  they  sealed  their  seal  was  cold. 
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BOADIGEA 

They  have  broken  the  treaty;  I  still  hold 
It  sacred.    I'll  not  smirch  our  British  name 
To  make  it  black  like  Rome's  dishonor; 
But  rather,  by  insisting  peace, 
Recall  the  Romans  to  good  faith  again. 

FRIDIA 

Why  will  you  dream  of  peace  again,  with  those 
Who  break  the  peace  the  day  they  make  it? 
Every  place  a  Roman  General  steps, 
New  giant  horrors  shake  our  earth. 

BOADIGEA 

What  happens  when  fields  are  left  unploughed? 
When  the  farmer  renders  his  life  to  war, 
And  the  unfed  folk  are  hungered  sore: 

What  happens  when  fields  are  left  unploughed? 

GWERYDD 

Last  night  they  sacked  your  palace; 
Today  their  cohorts  ride  the  countryside, 
And  burn  a  hut  and  snatch  free  men  to  bondage ; 
They  pause  sometime  to  profane  an  altar. 

DRUID 

Must  even  the  altars  of  our  timeless  gods 

Be  polluted  by  this  Roman  beast? 

Widowed  Queen!     Wake  to  the  needs  of  war! 

BOADIGEA 

What  happens  to  warriors  who  win  a  war, 
By  smiting  their  enemies  down  in  blood, 
By  smearing  their  arms  and  souls  with  blood: 

What  happens  to  warriors  who  win  a  war? 
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DRUID 

The  gods  command  it!     Last  night 

In  the  south,  there  rode  above  some  smaller  stars, 

A  comet,  like  a  chariot  of  swiftest  fire, 

Pacing  to  mighty  war  in  heaven, 

GWERYDD 

By  the  signs  of  heaven  and  earth  which  we  have  seen, 

The  death  of  Prasutagus  has  let  loose 

The  Roman  lust  for  property  and  power: 

Unless  we  fight,  we  shall  be  swallowed  up. 

I  and  my  angry  men  of  Wales  shall  swarm 

Down  from  our  stony  crags  upon  these  Romans, 

Until  their  bitter  faces  lie  in  dust. 

BOADIGEA 

What  happens  to  mothers  whose  sons  are  dead? 
Whose  sons  have  bled  on  the  fields  of  war, 
Whose  shoulders  and  eyes  they  shall  see  no  more: 

What  happens  to  mothers  whose  sons  are  dead? 

GALD 

I  shall  warn  my  father,  Gorbred,  King 

Of  Scotland  that  this  English  air 

Has  begun  to  smell  of  tyranny  and  blood. 

Some  sudden  morning  will  find  our  braw  Scotch  lads 

Shaking  the  earth  in  our  way  to  war ! 

BOADIGEA 

What  happens  to  a  Queen  who  bathes  her  crown 
In  the  murdered  blood  of  loyal  men, 
Who  shall  never  stride  upon  the  earth  again: 

What  happens  to  a  Queen  who  stains  her  crown? 
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FRIDIA 

The  black,  dishonorable  stains  of  this  day's  work 
Corrupt,  already,  your  crown  and  sword: 
They  must  be  purified  in  vengeful  war! 

BOADIGEA 

No  man  may  kill  another  man,  lest  first 

He  brutalize  himself. 

Do  you  call  that  purification? 

GWERYDD 

Your  people's  wrongs  cry  aloud  for  Roman  blood! 

DRUID 

Our  immortal  gods  cry  aloud  for  Roman  blood! 

GALD 

Rise,  Britons,  rise  and  arm  for  war! 

LAOGH 

Boadicea !    Rise  up  for  war ! 

BOADIGEA 

(Leaping  to  her  feet) 

Stop!     Before  the  tides  of  passion  drown 

My  wisdom  in  hot  floods  of  high  righteous  ire ! 

One  more  word  of  war,  and  I  myself 

Shall  drench  this  moment  and  this  place  with  blood ! 

I'll  fall  upon  my  sword  and  give  my  life 

To  save  you  from  the  misery  of  needless  war. 

Shall  I,  the  Queen,  sacrifice  myself, 

To  satisfy  your  raging  lust  for  blood? 


(The    Britons    are    subdued 
and  silent) 
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My  prophetic  soul  foresees  the  grim 

And  horrid  windings  of  the  path  of  war: 

Down  murky  mists  of  blood,  down  fire,  down  dark, 

Down  cruelty,  lust  and  heinous  brutal  deeds, 

Adown  the  broken  bodies  of  uncounted  dead, 

Adown  to  utmost  deeps  of  human  anguish. 

I  pray  thee,  Andraste,  great  goddess  of  war, 

Fold  thy  dark  wings  away  from  the  sight  of  my  people, 

And  lead  us  not  down  broken  desolation 

To  the  angry  places  of  slaughter! 

There  shall  be  peace! 

(Enter  in  a  sudden  rush  from 
every  side  Roman  Soldiers. 
They  quickly  overpower  and 
disarm  the  Britons.  Boad- 
icea  and  her  daughters  are 
held,  Boadicea  retaining  her 
crown  and  sword.  The  Ro- 
man Soldiers  crowd  the 
Britons  back  left,  and  keep  a 
space  between  them  and 
Boadicea  and  her  daughters. 
Enter,  right,  Suetonius, 
Catus,  Cerealis) 

SUETONIUS 

Captain!     Good  work! 

You  did  well  to  avoid  bloodshed. 

BOADICEA 

Am  I  a  prisoner  of  war ! 

SUETONIUS 
There  is  no  war. 

BOADICEA 
Then  what  do  you  call  this  brutal  show  of  force? 
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SUETONIUS 
Inevitable,  to  maintain  the  peace  of  Britain. 

BOADIGEA 
Must  my  Royal  Person  be  restrained  by  these  rude  hands? 

SUETONIUS 

Let  Boadicea  and  her  daughters  stand  free. 

(The    soldiers    let    the    three 
women  free) 

BOADIGEA 

In  my  private  heart  I  yet  might  bear 

One  more  wrong  from  Rome.    But  as  the  Queen 

Of  a  free,  proud  people,  I  beg  you, 

With  the  last  mild  patience  that  my  heart  contains, 

Think  of  the  wrongs  you  have  done  us,  and  make  redress 

Befitting  your  honor  and  befitting  a  Queen. 

SUETONIUS 

Rome  can  do  no  wrong. 

BOADIGEA 

(Taking  the  torn  treaty  from 
her  girdle) 

This  is  a  sacred  treaty  which  bears  the  seal  of  Rome. 
Some  impious  hand  has  torn  and  cast  it  down. 
It  is  still  a  sacred  treaty  in  the  name  of  peace. 

SUETONIUS 

It  was  a  sacred  treaty,  while  Prasutagus  lived. 

Mine  is  the  hand  that  tore  and  cast  it  down 

When,  at  his  death,  I  found  new  ways  of  peace. 

I  have  come  to  tell  you  how  peace  shall  be  maintained. 
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BOADIGEA 

Vespasian  shall  hear  of  this. 

SUETONIUS 

He  has  returned  to  Rome. 

BOADIGEA 

Nero  shall  hear  of  this. 

SUETONIUS 

He  shall.    Nero  will  commend  me  for  my  action. 

Boadicea,  be  wise,  submissive,  bland. 

The  glorious  light  of  Imperial  Rome 

Shall  beam  across  your  rude,  untutored  land, 

And  shine  upon  your  people's  expectant  faces. 

BOADIGEA 

Lighting  their  faces  for  the  stroke  of  Roman  swords! 

Ambition,  cruelty  and  force 

Have  come  to  take  the  place  of  justice, 

And  desecrate  the  name  of  peace. 

SUETONIUS 

I'll  enforce  peace.     And  as  for  justice, — 
Justice  is  barren,  and  permits  no  growth. 
The  power  of  Empire  is  a  deep,  living  force 
Which  will  not  curb  itself  for  justice. 
When  you  deal  with  militant  states,  there  is 
No  justice,  but  only  the  will  of  Imperial  need; 
And  in  the  weak,  subservience  is  wisdom. 
Since  Prasutagus  died,  Rome  needs 
No  more  Kings  or  Queens  in  Britain. 
On  that  basis,  I  commend  you  to  peace. 

BOADIGEA 

You  would  uncrown  me,  too,  and  call  it  peace? 
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SUETONIUS 
I  must,  unless  you  wish  to  abdicate. 

BOADIGEA 
Wish  to  abdicate?    No!     And  never  shall! 

SUETONIUS 

That  is  now  the  requisite  of  peace: 
If  you  refuse,  it  is  rebellion. 

BOADIGEA 

There  shall  be  no  war;  and  I  remain  a  Queen. 

SUETONIUS 

Britain,  like  any  other  corner  of 

The  world,  must  be  ruled  by  Rome. 

A  Roman  legion,  in  massy  arms,  at  Lincoln, 

Is  under  command  of  Gerealis; 

In  the  Roman  garrisons  at  Gamelon, 

At  Verulam,  at  London,  seasoned  troops 

Are  ready  to  obey  the  word  of  Gatus ; 

I  have  ten  thousand  foot  and  a  thousand  horse 

Under  my  command.    We  three 

Gan  stop  rebellion  by  swift  and  sudden  strokes: 

Therefore,  there  shall  be  peace. 

The  single  essential  for  peace  is  obedience  to  Rome. 

FRIDIA 

You  have  brought  on  war  by  this  day's  work. 
Our  people  will  gather  in  sudden  fearful  strength, 
Till  out  of  a  huge  turmoil  of  marching  dust, 
Wherein  you'll  see  the  flash  of  angry  swords, 
Uncounted  angry  Briton  throats  cry  out: 
Vengeance!     Vengeance!     Down  with  Rome! 
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BRITONS 

Vengeance!    Vengeance!     Down  with  Rome! 

SUETONIUS 

Silence!     Soldiers  of  Rome!     Put  any  Briton 
To  the  sword  who  dares  disturb  the  peace! 
Now,  Boadicea,  your  crown  and  sword. 

NAIRA 

Give  Rome  your  Grown.    Let  Rome  have  your  sword ; 

Rome  shall  perish  in  corruption  beneath 

The  weight  of  ill  won  crowns  and  swords; 

But  a  mind  that  sees  eternity  has  no  fear, 

And  need  not  stain  itself  with  mad  desire 

To  wear  a  crown  and  wield  a  sword  of  power. 

BOADICEA 

The  crown  and  sword  are  mine.    I'll  die  for  them. 

I'll  die  to  hold  inviolate  the  pride 

And  freedom  of  my  injured  people. 

If  you  would  have  my  crown,  first  take  my  head. 

NAIRA 

Mother!    In  pride  there  is  no  freedom. 
These  wild  beatings  of  our  mortal  hearts, 
Over  property  and  power,  justice, 
Right  and  wrong,  dominion,  greed  and  war, 
Are  but  present  frenzies  in  the  stuff 
Of  future  dust.    You  and  I,  at  a  breath, 
As  our  fathers  and  fathers  before  us, 
Will  one  day  be  mute,  untroubled  clay: 
Let  us  go  our  humble  way  in  peace. 

SUETONIUS 
That  is  good  counsel. 
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BOADIGEA 

I  desire  peace.    But  I  am  still  a  Queen. 

SUETONIUS 

If  you  still  would  call  yourself  a  Queen, 

And  stand  athwart  the  ceaseless  push  on  Empire, 

Like  a  twig  of  grass  that  stands  athwart 

The  rush  of  Tiber  in  its  tawny  flood, 

The  mighty  tide  and  imperial  flood  of  Rome 

Will  root  you  from  your  bed  and  drown  you  in  the  sea. 

BOADIGEA 

Though  all  the  furious  tides  of  heaven  and  earth 

Beat  on  my  breast,  I  am  still  a  Queen: 

Only  the  failure  of  my  soul  can  dethrone  me. 

And  I  have  no  fear  of  peace,  nor  must  I  fear 

The  gods,  for  I  have  kept  my  sacred  word. 

But  I  can  see  how  dishonor  has  begun 

To  crumble  the  harmonies  of  your  once  good  face. 

SUETONIUS 

Silence !    Or  in  the  name  of  Caesar, 

You'll  feel  the  Roman  scourge  on  your  naked  back, 

Till  you  bury  your  churlish  crown  in  the  sombre  wold, 

And  lurk  beside  it  like  a  female  striken  beast, 

Licking  the  wounds  made  by  Roman  whips. 

Let  her  hear  the  sound ! 

(Two  Romans  with  scourges 
crack  them  in  the  air) 

BOADIGEA 

No  peasant  in  the  hot  Italian  hills, 
Nor  any  savage  on  an  icy  slope  in  Gaul, 
Would  treat  his  lumpish  beast  of  burden 
As  the  Imperial  Roman  General  treats 
A  much,  much  wronged  Queen. 
There  must  be  some  way  in  peace 
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To  endure  these  bitter  strokes  of  force: 

It  must  be  possible,  for  the  sake  of  my  people, 

To  avoid  the  immemorial  curse  of  war 

Let  it  be  remembered  forever  in  Britain 

What  Boadicea  suffers  in  the  name  of  peace! 

SUETONIUS 

(To  two  soldiers) 

Take  away  that  throne.     Save  the  gold.     Burn  the  rest. 

(Soldiers  carry  off  the  throne) 

BOADICEA 

My  throne  stands  firm  in  the  hearts  of  my  people ; 

You  can  not  overthrow  it: 

Only  mine  own  dishonor  can  uncrown  me  now. 

SUETONIUS 

Catus !    Her  sword !     Cerealis !    Her  crown ! 

(Catus  and  Cerealis  step  for- 
ward) 

BOADICEA 

(Boadicea,      stepping      back, 
threatens  with  her  sword) 

Stop!    Or  one  of  you  must  die,  before 

The  other  kills  me. 

Suetonius !    It  is  the  cowardice  of  too 

Great  power  which  orders  its  underlings  to  crime. 

Take  off  my  crown  with  your  own  villain  hand ; 

I  shall  not  consent;  but  not  resist. 

Step  forward  and  take  my  crown  and  take  my  sword: 

Let  it  be  known  forever  in  British  hearts, 

And  let  it  be  known  forever  in  Roman  hearts, 

That  Suetonius,  in  the  name  of  Empire, 

Foreswore  his  honor  as  a  man, 

Violated  the  sacred  person  of  a  Queen, 

Broke  his  oath  of  peace  before  the  Gods, 
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Made  the  fair  name  of  his  fathers  forever  hideous, 
And  delivered  his  soul  to  eternal  damnation! 


(Suetonius  walks  toward 
Boadicea.  Stops.  Looks  into 
her  eyes,  then  abruptly  turns 
his  back  to  her) 


SUETONIUS 


(Breathing  hard) 


Gatus.     Take  her  and  her  daughters  to  Gamelon, 
Keep  them  under  guard.    Be  not  too  kind. 
One  month — or  two — or  three — may  be  enough 
To  teach  her — she  is  no  longer — a  Queen! 

BOADICEA 

You  are  right,  Suetonius,  to  turn  your  back 
In  shame  upon  this  thing  you  do. 
Such  is  the  service  of  Empire! 

SUETONIUS 

(Keeping  his  back   to  Boadi- 
cea) 

Lead  the  wretched  woman  off !    Be  not  too  kind ! 


(Catus  forms  his  guard 
around  Boadicea  and  her 
daughters.  The  women  walk 
in  great  pride.  The  guard 
takes  them  off) 


DRUID 

Britons!     We  still  have  a  Queen! 

BRITONS 
Long  live  Boadicea! 
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SUETONIUS 

Gerealis ! 

Order  your  men  to  disperse  these  Britons 

Back  to  their  willow  cabins  by  the  slimy  fens, 

Where  they  may  prattle  their  grievances  to  the  empty  sea. 

I'll  lead  my  legion  in  swift,  strong  march  toward  Wales, 

And  off  that  coast  lay  waste  the  isle  of  Anglesey, 

Which  is  a  nest  of  druids,  rebels,  malcontents. 

Britain  shall  feel  the  might  of  Roman  rule! 


BLACK  OUT 
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SCENE    FOUR 

(Twilight.  Before  rise,  drums  are  heard  off.  At  rise,  stage 
is  emptsy,  except  for  Boadicea,  who  is  motionless  face  down  on 
the  throne  of  turf,  with  Fridia  kneeling  in  grief  over  her. 

Enter  right,  Druid,  Bard,  several  British  chiefs  and  soldiers. 
The  Britons  have  four  Roman  Soldiers  as  prisoners  in  bonds. 
These  prisoners  are  led  across  to  the  left,  where  they  are  kept 
apart.  Druid,  chiefs  and  people  remain  right.  Boadicea  and 
Fridia  have  not  been  discovered) 

DRUID 

We  must  set  Boadicea  free. 

We'll  sacrifice  these  Roman  prisoners 

To  our  offended  gods.    The  sacred  band 

Of  hoary  druid  priestesses  shall  seize 

These  Romans,  split  their  chests,  unroot 

Their  hearts,  and  spread  their  smoking  entrails 

Upon  our  antique  sacred  altar  stone 

Then  we'll  choose  a  leader  of  our  allied  tribes, 

And  heave  our  massive  force  on  Gamelon: 

We  shall  free  Boadicea  from 

Her  imprisonment  at  Gamelon 

FIRST    CHIEF 

I  have  four  thousand  men  at  Heron  Marsh, 
Waiting  to  rush  in  strength  from  the  evening  mist. 

SECOND   CHIEF 

I  have  three  thousand  more,  building  their  fires 
On  the  nearby  plain.    They  are  astrain  for  war. 

THIRD    CHIEF 

Mine  wait  their  orders  at  the  sacred  grove, 

And  fan  each  other's  hate  of  Rome  while  they  wait. 
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DRUID 

Other  thousands  are  coming  on,  or  are  here. 
We'll  free  Boadicea  and  free  our  land 
From  the  cruel  oppressions  dealt  by  Rome! 


(He  turns  and  starts  up  to- 
ward the  great  stone.  Sees 
the  two  women) 


Who  profanes  Boadicea's  throne! 

FRIDIA 
A  broken  hearted  mother  and  her  wretched  child ! 

DRUID 
This  is  sacrilege!     The  woman's  dead! 

FRIDIA 
It  would  be  better  so,  if  she  were  dead. 

DRUID 

I  know  your  voice ! 

(Steps  closer) 

I  know  your  face ! 

You  are  Fridia!     And  this.  .  . 

(He  stoops  and  looks  at  Boad- 
icea. His  voice  breaks  to  a 
sob) 

This  is  Boadicea! 

FRIDIA 

She  was  Boadicea,  your  Royal  Queen: 

She  is  now  a  broken  spirit,  with 

A  torn  and  bleeding  back.     She  lies  here  deaf 

And  mute  with  anguish. 
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(Holds  up  Boadicea's  crown) 

This  is  her  hopeless  crown; 

She  wears  her  helpless  sword,  with  which  she  tries 

To  kill  herself. 

(Sets  down  the  crown) 

DRUID 

(Rushes  to  Bard) 

Sound  your  horn!     Summon  the  chiefs! 
Summon  the  priestesses  to  sacrifice 
The  prisoners !     Boadicea  shall  lead  us 
In  hot  revenge  to  Gamelon! 


(Bard    mounts  the    platform 

and  blasts  his  horn  off  right, 

then    off  left.  The   Britons 
move  left;  the  prisoners  are 

brought    onto  the    platform 

back     center.  Drums     are 
heard  far  off) 


DRUID 

Tell  us.    Tell  us,  Fridia,  why  our  Queen 
Lies  on  the  ground  in  this  unutterable  grief ! 

FRIDIA 

Your  Queen,  Naira  and  myself 

Were  held  in  Roman  irons  at  Gamelon, 

And  never  saw  each  other's  faces. 

Our  cells  were  dark,  our  jailors  cruel,  our  days 

Were  endless  heavy.    Five  days  ago  at  noon 

My  bonds  were  loosed,  and  I  was  prodded  forth 

To  the  public  square.     I  did  not  see 

Naira.    I  do  not  know  if  Naira 

Is  alive  or  dead.    In  the  public  square 

I  saw  your  Queen,  naked  to  the  waist, 

Her  wrists  thong-bound  to  a  post, 

And  Romans  watching  Romans  at  their  work. 
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When  I  stood  near  and  aghast,  Gatus  gave 

The  order.    She  was  whipped.    The  vicious  flog 

Flailed  her  naked  back  until  she  fell. 

Then,  setting  Boadicea  free, 

Gatus  bade  me  bring  her  home,  and  tell 

What  Romans  do  to  British  Queens. 

I  called  Naira,  and  the  Romans  laughed. 

It  is  my  prayer  that  Naira  is  dead. 

I  led  my  mother  through  the  day  and  night, 

As  long  as  we  could  stumble,  to  this  spot: 

Here  she  fell.    Here  she  wants  to  die, 

Here,  where  her  King,  our  Royal  Father,  died. 

Three  times  before  you  came,  she  tried  to  kill 

Herself.     She  is  in  desperate  love  with  death. 

Let  her  die.    Let  me  die.    Naira  is  dead. 


Naira  is  alive. 


(Lifting  her  head) 


DRUID 


BOADIGEA 


Has  some  voice  said  Naira  lives, 

Or  was  it  her  spirit  that  spoke  in  the  noise  of  my  grief? 

Let  me  see  her  face  before  I  die. 

DRUID 

Naira  is  alive.    Naira  is  here. 
She  came  home,  singing,  many  days  ago, 
With  soft  blue  flowers  in  her  golden  hair. 
We  have  watched  her  tenderly. 

BOADIGEA 


Let  me  touch  her  hand. 


DRUID 


(To  a  Briton  who  goes  off) 
Bring  Naira  gently  here. 
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FRIDIA 


This  tenderly.    This  gently.    I  am  afraid ! 


(Drums  sound.  Enter,  right, 
band  of  five  Druid  Priestess- 
es, clad  in  white  robes, 
brazen  girdles,  bare  feet, 
with  loose  grey  hair.  They 
carry  short  swords.  They 
are  lean  and  frantic) 


PRIESTESSES 

Hate  is  our  right! 

Hate  is  our  need! 

Blood  is  our  right! 

Blood  is  our  need! 

Who  will  appease  our  fury! 

DRUID 

There  are  prisoners  waiting  sacrifice. 
Ask  Boadicea.     She  will  grant 
These  Romans  to  your  sacred  blades. 

HEAD    PRIESTESS 

Boadicea!     Warrior  Queen! 
Grant  us  this  sacrifice! 

BOADICEA 

(Rising  to  her  knees) 

I  am  sacrifice  enough. 

Remove  the  prisoners  from  the  sight 

Of  these  angry  priestesses. 

Let  me  touch  Naira,  and  let  me  die. 

PRIESTESSES 

Hate  is  our  right! 

Hate  is  our  need! 

The  gods  of  war  demand  it! 
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Blood  is  our  right! 
Blood  is  our  need! 
Who  will  appease  our  fury! 

BOADIGEA 

There  is  no  war. 

Put  away  your  bitter  blades, 

And  let  us  be  forgotten  of  the  gods : 

Ruin  has  fallen  upon  us. 

Remove  the  prisoners  from  the  sight 

Of  these  angry  priestesses! 


(The  prisoners  are  taken  off 
left.  Boadicea  stoops  her 
head  to  her  lap.  Drums 
sound  off) 


DRUID 

Wake,  Boadicea,  wake! 

Break  the  leaden  bonds  of  stupendous  grief. 

Rise  up  and  take  command 

Of  the  armies  of  Britain  gathered  in  wrath, 

Rise  and  avenge  the  outrages  of  Rome ! 


(Boadicea      remians      bowed 
and  silent) 


BARD 

She  is  sunken  in  sorrow, 

Remembering  the  scourge  on  her  naked  back; 

Her  people  have  gathered  together  for  war ; 

But  she  is  lost  in  the  blackness  of  grief, 

In  the  noise  and  the  surges  of  sorrow. 

Is  her  spirit  broken? 

Has  her  kingdom  fallen? 

Will  no  one  lead  us  ? 
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PRIESTESSES 

We  are  robbed  of  our  right! 

We  are  robbed  of  our  need! 
Who   shall   appease   our   fury! 

Blood  is  our  right! 

Blood  is  our  need! 
Who   shall   appease   our   fury! 

(Priestesses   go    off   right \   in 
a  rage) 

FRIDIA 

Wake,  Boadicea,  my  Mother,  wake! 

Your  shoulders  bleed  from  the  Roman  whips! 

Where  are  the  fire  and  anger  in  your  eyes 

Of  an  outraged  Queen! 

Where  is  the  thunder  of  your  warlike  voice! 

(Drums  sound) 
BOADICEA 

(Raises  her  head) 

I  hear  the  drums  of  the  men  of  Wales; 

They  have  left  their  cattle  to  die  in  the  mountains ; 

The  uses  of  earth  are  abandoned  for  war. 

(Sinks  back  into  her  grief) 

(Enter    Gwerydd,      Stops    in 
front  of  Boadicea) 

GWERYDD 

I,  Gwerydd,  King  of  Wales, 
Have  in  command  thirty  thousand  men, 
Who  wait  on  the  plain  for  the  order  of  war. 
Boadicea,  rise  and  lead  us! 

BOADICEA 

I  am  sunk  in  despair.    You  have  come  in  vain. 
What  shall  a  woman  do  against  great  Rome? 
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GWERYDD 

(Plunges  his  sword  in  the 
earth  before  Boadicea) 

This  is  the  sword  of  thirty  thousand  men, 
Who  wait  for  you  to  rise  and  lead  them. 

(Gwerydd  steps  back  toward 
the  left) 

(Enter,    right,    Naira    with    a 
Briton) 

BRITON 

I  have  brought  Naira  to  stand  before  her  Mother. 

(Boadicea  lifts  her  head,  looks 
at  Naira,  who  is  garlanded 
with  flowers.  She  reaches  out 
her  hands) 

(Naira  skips  aside) 

BOADICEA 

Naira!     Beloved  child!     You  are  strange! 

DRUID 

She  is  strange.     She  sings  small  songs 
And  wears  wild  flowers  in  her  soft  gold  hair: 
No  one  knows  how  the  Romans  broke  her  mind, 
And  she  herself  knows  not  how  to  tell  it. 

(Boadicea's     arms    fall;     she 
sinks  back  into  her  grief) 

FRIDIA 

Sweet  sister,  my  most  gentle  friend, 

And  dearest  music  of  my  childhood! 

Were  you  so  frightened  in  your  darksome  cell 

That  now  you  fear  to  speak? 
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NAIRA 

I  bade  good  morrow  to  the  sunshine  morning, 
And  dew  was  wet  on  the  tall  sweet  grass; 

I  sang  sweet  songs  in  the  sunshine  morning, 

And  a  lark  sang  back  from  the  tall,  sweet  grass: 
And  a  lark  sang  back  from  the  tall,  sweet  grass! 

FRIDIA 

She  is  strange  beyond  belief. 

BOADIGEA 

She  is  alive.    She  is  here.    That  is  beyond  belief. 

(Drums  sound) 
(Boadicea  listens) 

I  hear  the  drums  of  the  Goritani ; 

They  have  left  their  harvest  to  rot  on  the  stem ; 

The  uses  of  earth  are  abandoned  for  war! 

(Enter  Higelac,  Chief  of  the 
Coritani) 

HIGELAC 

Higelac,  Chief  of  the  Goritani, 

Greets  Boadicea,  Queen! 

Twenty  thousand  men  at  the  river's  edge 

Lean  on  their  spears,  with  expectant  breath, 

Awaiting  your  word  to  march  to  war! 

BOADICEA 

I  and  my  daughters  and  all  the  earth's  oppressed 

Can  see  no  hope  in  either  war  or  peace ; 

But  dream  of  death  and  life  hereafter. 

Return  to  your  homes.    You  have  gathered  in  vain. 

HIGELAC 

(Thrusting   his   sword   in    the 
ground  beside  Gwerydd's) 
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There  is  the  sword  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
Ready  to  die  for  Boadicea! 


(Boadicea  sinks  back  into  her 
grief,  Higelac  joins  Gwer- 
ydd) 

FRIDIA 

(To  the  Bard) 

Blow  that  wild  note  on  your  horn 
Which  shall  recall  the  priestesses. 
When  they  come,  I'll  grant  them  sacrifice ! 

(The  Bard  blows) 
FRIDIA 

I  can  smell  a  thousand  fires, 

I  can  hear  the  din  of  crowds  of  men; 

Wagons  and  beasts  and  people  swarm  the  plain; 

The  British  hordes  have  gathered  for  war, 

And  my  upmounting  rage  shall  lead  them ! 

NAIRA 

W7hen  I  was  little,  long  ago, 

I  pinned  two  flowers  in  my  golden  hair; 
Adown  the  fields  where  soft  winds  blow, 
I  danced  and  sang  through  the  sunny  air, 
Till  gentle  sleep 
Would  fold  me  deep 
At  evening. 

(The  dusk  has  deepened. 
Drums  sound.  Enter  Priest' 
esses  right) 

PRIESTESSES 

Hate  is  our  right ! 
Hate  is  our  need! 
Who  will  appease  our  fury ! 

(Naira  Joins  them) 
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NAIRA 

Till  gentle  sleep 
Would  fold  me  deep 
At  evening. 

(Sound  of  pipes) 
BOADIGEA 

I  hear  the  shrill  pipes  of  the  fearless  Scots ; 

They  have  left  their  sheep  to  the  fangs  of  the  wolf; 

The  uses  of  earth  are  abandoned  for  war! 

PRIESTESSES 

We  heard  the  wild  horn  call ! 
Our  blades  are  ready  to  fall ! 
Who  grants  us  sacrifice ! 

NAIRA 

And  by  the  river, 

Singing  ever, 

Sang  a  single  sparrow. 

FRIDIA 

Boadicea!     Grant  the  sacrifice! 

Or  I,  risen  from  your  loins  in  wrath, 

Must  grant  it ! 

BOADIGEA 

There  shall  be  no  sacrifice. 

There  shall  be  no  war. 

No  one  stands  here  with  grief  as  great  as  mine; 

No  one  stands  here  with  wrath  as  great  as  mine; 

And  still  my  soul  labors  for  peace. 

The  black  upsurge  and  turbulence  of  hate 

Nearly  overwhelms  me, 

And  I  would  be  merciless  in  war: 
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But  my  soul  is  vowed  to  peace. 

Choose  as  best  ye  can  new  ways  of  living ; 

Endure  as  best  ye  may  the  rule  of  Rome. 

My  deepest  need  is  to  pass  through  this  agony 

Of  dying  into  the  timeless  peace  of  death. 

Prasutagus!     My  beloved  King! 

Stoop,  and  lift  my  spirit  to  your  side, 

Before  this  Roman  poison  in  my  British  veins 

Goads  my  body  with  quenchless  hate  to  war, 

And  fouls  my  soul  with  the  murder  of  peace! 

PRIESTESSES 

Blood  is  our  right! 
Blood  is  our  need! 
Who  will  appease  our  fury! 

NAIRA 

When  the  frozen  trees  are  acreak  in  winter  wind, 

What  shall  the  huddled  rabbit  eat! 
When  the  last  brown  leaf  has  been  unpinned, 

Where  shall  the  wind  blown  bird  retreat! 

(Drums,   Boadicea  listens) 

BOADIGEA 

I  hear  the  drums  of  the  wild  Dumnoni; 

They  have  left  their  homes  to  weather  and  wind ; 

The  uses  of  earth  are  abandoned  for  war ! 

(Drums) 

I  hear  the  drums  of  the  seacoast  tribes ; 
They  have  left  their  boats  to  break  on  the  beach ; 
They  have  left  their  nets  to  rot  in  the  storms; 
The  use  of  the  sea  is  abandoned  for  war! 

(Drums     and     war     cry     in 
female  voices) 

The  wild  war  song  of  the  upland  women! 
They  have  left  their  children  to  palsied  hands : 
The  uses  of  life  are  abandoned  for  war! 

(Drums) 
—  64  — 


Britain!    Britain!    Thou  art  slain! 
The  angry  hands  of  your  own  fierce  sons 
Will  desolate  your  breast  with  blood: 
The  uses  of  earth  are  abandoned  for  war! 


PRIESTESSES 


Our  blades  are  angry! 
Our  hearts  are  angry! 
Our   souls   are   angry! 
Grant  us  sacrifice 
To  appease  our  fury! 


(Enter     Corbred,     King     of 
Scotland) 

CORBRED 

Boadicea!      Your    Brother   greets   you! 

BOADIGEA 
Have  I  still  got  a  brother?     I  need  your  help. 

CORBRED 

I,  Corbred,  King  of  Scotland,  stand  in  rage 

At  what  these  Romans  have  done  to  my  sister! 

BOADICEA 

Corbred,  brother,  we  were  children  once 

Who  wandered  hand  in  hand  through  day  long  forests. 

CORBRED 

And  you  were  not  afraid  of  any  beast. 

BOADICEA 

The  day  is  gone.    The  dark  is  on  me. 
I  am  now  afraid  of  a  beast  within  me, 
Ravening  for  vengeance,  though  it  crush  my  soul. 
Help  me,  Corbred,  in  the  name  of  Peace ! 
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GORBRED 

You  shall  have  vengeance.    You  must  have  vengeance. 
Rome's  brutal  ways  and  brutal  power  must  now 
Be  driven  forth  from  Britain,  in  your  name. 

BOADIGEA 

The  ugly  befalling  of  these  Roman  crimes 

Has  bruised  my  soul  with  anger, 

Till  my  fevered  arms  are  furious 

To  reap  ghastly  harvest  in  the  fields  of  war; 

And  all  these  Britons  swarming  here  in  wrath 

Still  fang  my  flanks  and  goad  me  toward  my  fate: 

I  am  onward  whipped  by  passion, 

I  am  lost  in  darkness, 

Like  a  mad  she  wolf  winding  in  mazy  fury 

Through  league  and  league  of  darksome  forest, 

Where  the  wild  night  wind  whines  of  death, 

And  stout  old  trees  crash  in  utter  blackness. 

Lead  me,  brother,  back  to  peace  and  daylight! 

GORBRED 

There  can  be  no  peace  while  Rome  remains  in  Britain. 
You  must  lead  us  on  to  war. 

BOADIGEA 

And  hang  my  loud,  swift  chariot 

With  severed  Roman  heads? 

Go.    Forget  me.    But  remember 

We  were  children  once  and  played  together 

In  peace  and  daylight  long  ago. 

Now  my  soul  is  friendless! 

GORBRED 

(Thrusts   his   sword   into   the 
ground  beside  the  others) 

The  sword  of  Scotland  serves  Boadicea! 
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(Corbred  joins  the   chiefs) 


(Enter  Crispin  and  Madoc, 
They  plunge  their  swords  in 
beside  the  others,  simultane- 
ously) 


CRISPIN 

The  sword  of  the  Dumnoni! 

MADOC 

The  sword  of  the  Siluri! 


(Corbred,  Crispin,  Madoc 
join  the  chiefs.  Enter  Es- 
trild,  leader  of  women) 

ESTRILD 

I  lead  four  thousand  women  who  have  sworn 
To  die  for  Boadicea. 

BOADICEA 

Go  home,  Estrild.    Be  barren.    Die. 
Breed  no  more  slaves  for  Rome. 

ESTRILD 

(Plunges    her    sword    in    the 
ground  beside  the  others) 

Four  thousand  women  shall  die  in  war ! 

(She  joins  the  chiefs) 

(Enter  V ortigern,  a  messen- 
ger, who  is  travel  torn  and 
weary) 

DRUID 
Here  is  Vortigern!     Our  messenger  from  Anglesey! 

VOICES 

What  news  from  Anglesey! 
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VORTIGERN 

Suetonius  is  there. 

He  built  flat  boats  on  the  coast  of  Wales 

And  barged  his  men  across  the  narrow  space 

To  the  sacred  shore  of  Anglesey. 

Many  druids,  many  Britons,  many  folk 

Were  in  the  midst  of  sacred  worship, 

Bowing  their  hearts  and  heads  before  the  gods. 

The  Roman  soldiers  fell  upon  them  and  cut 

Them  down.    The  little  lap  of  waves  on  the  beach 

Turned  red  with  British  blood,  which  seeped  afar 

To  sea,  as  if  the  sacred  island  bled. 

Many  fled  into  a  holy  cave ; 

The  Romans  followed  and  choked  the  cave  with  corpses. 

Why  count  the  dead,  when  none  are  left  alive? 

The  Romans  felled  our  antique  sacred  oaks 

And  burned  them.    Suetonius  will  return  to  join 

Gatus  and  Gerealis:     he'll  wipe  out  here 

Every  vestige  of  our  ancient  faith 

And  every  vestige  of  our  freedom. 

FRIDIA 

Boadicea !    Wake ! 

BOADIGEA 

I  am  awake,  and  sick  with  pain 

And  torn  by  passion ;  and  yet  I  still  remember 

That  I  have  sworn  my  soul  to  peace. 

These  Romans  bruise  our  earth  and  slay  our  men; 

These  Romans  break  our  altars,  defile  our  gods; 

These  Romans  harrow  my  back  with  bloody  strokes; 

But  must  I  let  them  surge  into  my  soul, 

Riding  the  hideous  passions  of  angry  war, 

Till  I  forget,  in  merciless  fury, 

That  I  have  sworn  my  soul  to  peace? 
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FRIDIA 

Must  we  groan  in  our  wattled  huts,  while  the  Roman  Eagle 
Strikes  cruel  talons  in  our  helpless  thighs, 
And  the  Eagle's  beak  tears  our  wretched  bowels! 
Forget  your  soul,  and  save  your  people! 

BOADIGEA 

(Picks  up  bow  and  arrow) 

I  have  an  arm  for  war! 

I  have  a  voice  for  war ! 

I  hate  these  Romans  with  outrageous  hate! 

This  passion  shakes  my  soul  to  bursting! 

(Boadicea  rises,  draws  the 
bow  to  shoot) 

BARD 

Our  Queen  has  arisen  to  speed  the  arrow  of  war! 
The  twang  of  her  bow  is  the  beginning  of  battle! 

BOADIGEA 

(Relaxes  the  bow) 

No!     No!     I  still  remember 

That  I  have  sworn  my  soul  to  peace! 

To  Prasutagus,  who  loved  me, 

And  him  I  loved  with  a  glad  heart, 

I  vowed  my  soul  in  peace: 

I  shall  not  tear  his  image  down, 

Nor  break  his  sacred  shrine  in  the  stillness  of  my  heart, 

By  leading  you,  in  rage,  to  war. 

I  can  not  do  it.    I  will  not  do  it! 

(Throws  the  bow  and  arrow 
down.  Sinks  into  grief  on 
her  knees) 


PRIESTESSES 

Blood  is  our  right! 
Blood  is  our  need! 
Who  will  appease  our  fury ! 
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FRIDIA 

(Seizing  the  bow  and  arrow) 

I  shall  be  Boadicea's  arm! 
I  shall  be  Boadicea's  voice ! 

(Draws  the  bow) 

Black  winged  arrow !    Tipped  with  blood  red  stone ! 
Fierce  forerunner  of  wild  slaughterous  hours! 
Gut  the  thickened  air  with  prescient  whine  of  death, 
And  at  your  fall,  let  all  the  earth 
Be  shaken  by  disaster! 

(Shoots  the  arrow) 

(Drums,    Shouts) 

Priestesses!     Bring  the  prisoners  here! 
I  shall  pronounce  the  word  of  sacrifice  ! 

PRIESTESSES 

Hate  is  our  right! 
Hate  is  our  need! 
There  shall  be  sacrifice ! 

(The  Priestesses  rush  off  in 
frantic  joy  to  get  the  prison- 
ers. Fridia  lights  a  torch 
and  stands  beside  Boadicea) 

NAIRA 

(Coming  to  Boadicea) 

Once,  within  a  hollow, 
I  taught  a  tender  swallow 
To  eat  the  seeds  of  flowers  from  my  hand. 

(She  picks  up  Boadicea 's 
crown  and  puts  it  on  Boa- 
dicea's head) 

Your  heart  is  mad  with  black  desire 

To  foul  your  soul  in  crime; 
No  one  shall  guess  your  raging  ire, 

No  one  shall  name  the  time ! 
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(Naira  sits  beside  her  mother) 

BOADIGEA 

Child,  my  child! 

These  Romans  broke  your  mind! 

(Holds  Naira  in  her  arms) 

The  increasing  goad  of  their  dastard  force, 
And  the  increasing  fury  of  these  my  people, 
Waste  the  world  of  peace  before  my  eyes, 
Till  I  am  blind  with  bloodshot  frenzy. 

NAIRA 

Red  is  the  blood  on  my  bruised  lip, 

Dark  is  the  bruise  on  my  slender  side ! 

Black  was  the  air  of  my  prison  cell 
When  I  was  destroyed  at  eventide! 

BOADIGEA 

Child,  my  child ! 

I  am  shook  in  tides  of  fury 

Like  a  cockle  boat  on  the  green  salt  surge, 

Until  my  soul  almost  forswears  itself. 

Oh,  I  could  ride  the  tides  of  death  and  horror 

Into  the  red  oblivion  of  war, 

And  let  the  wild  green  earth  be  stunk 

With  famine,  pestilence  and  slaughter! 

Let  me  forget  that  I  have  an  immortal  soul, 

Sworn  and  deeply  sworn  to  sacred  peace, 

And  I  shall  uprise,  a  monstrous  Queen, 

Drench  my  wild  hair   in  unweeting  blood, 

Redouble  fury  in  every  British  breast, 

Till  Roman  men  and  women,  girls  and  boys, 

Lie  mangled  beneath  my  army's  mighty  tread! 

NAIRA 

You  are  dying,  Mother,  dying, 

Within  the  sockets  of  your  eyes; 
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You  are  dying,  Mother,  dying; 
Your  death  is  no  surprise. 

BOADIGEA 

I  am  dying.    I  can  not  survive 

The  pressure  and  the  passion  of  this  hour. 

Child,  my  child! 

Now  I  remember  all  my  gentle  years, 

And  the  sweet,  small  things  that  were  my  life. 

NAIRA 

No  one  shall  guess  your  mad  desire! 
No  one  shall  guess  your  raging  ire ! 

BOADIGEA 

Child,  my  child! 

I  remember  old,  lost  hours  that  were  my  life: 

Often,  when  the  moon  was  full,  I  walked  all  night 

Just  to  smell  the  earth  and  remember  peace: 

Often  I  gathered  shells  where  the  North  sea  rides 

In  to  our  peaceful  island ; 

I  loved  to  watch  high  shouldered  waves 

Heave  against  the  craggy  coast, 

Until  the  land  seemed  tilted,  and  I  would  roar 

In  my  small  girl  voice  at  the  foaming  surge. 

Often,  on  summer  days,  I  found  my  life 

Walking  through  meadows,  swimming  in  brooks, 

Or  lying  adrowse  at  the  root  of  an  eldern  oak. 

Child,  my  child! 

I  have  loved  the  sweetness  of  simple  labor: 

My  fingers  wove  the  garments  that  you  wore, 

My  fingers  cooked  the  early  food  you  ate, 

My  fingers  placed  first  flowers  in  your  hair, 

My  fingers  touched  your  lips  when  you  were  fast 

Asleep;  and  dreaming  by  your  bed,  I  dreamed 

Of  peace.    Child,  my  child, 

I  sit  alone  at  the  heart  of  misery, 

And  dream  of  surpassing  peace ! 
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(Re-enter     Priestesses     with 
prisoners) 

PRIESTESSES 

Hate   is  our  right! 

Hate  is  our  need! 
Who    will    appease    our    fury! 

Blood  is  our  right! 

Blood  is  our  need! 
Who  will  appease  our  fury! 

(Drums,    Drums) 
NAIRA 


(Springs    up    and    dances    to* 
ward  the  Priestesses) 


Sweet  was  the  scent  of  eventide, 
The  eve  before  my  wedding; 

My  wedding  day  was  golden  wide, 
My  wedding.  .  . 


(Naira  has  recognized  in  one 
of  the  prisoners  the  Roman 
who  raped  her,  Naira  stares 
at  him  a  moment,  trembling, 
then  screams  and  runs  in 
terror  to  her  Mother's  arms. 
There  is  dead  silence) 


(Everyone  stands  motionless, 
Boadicea  slowly  rises  to  her 
feet,  holding  Naira  to  her 
side) 


NAIRA 

(Naira  at  last  speaking.  Her 
voice  is  low,  clear,  steady 
and  muted  with  horror) 

There  of  hideous  face  is  the  very  man ! 
My  hideous  fear  has  found  me  out  again ! 
I  have  seen  the  Roman  soldier. 
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At  the  dim  of  twilight  in  my  cell, 

He  bruised  my  lips  with  nascent  lust, 

Then  ripped  my  garments  from  my  simple  body, 

And  wound  me  round  and  round  and  round  with  fury, 

Until  he  left  me  on  the  ground,  stretched 

And  limp  and  moaning  and  despoiled. 

He  came  again,  and  four  times  came  again, 

With  different  faces. 

Look !     How  he  comes  astride  along 

The  fearful  passages  of  my  broken  mind 

To  break  me  to  his  iron  armed  lust  again ! 

(She  sinks  on  her  knees,  hides 
her  face  in  her  hands  and 
sobs) 

BOADIGEA 

(Seizing  the  torch  from 
Fridia) 

Sacrifice  the  prisoners! 


(Drums,  shouts.  The  priest- 
esses, raising  their  short 
weapons,  drive  off  the  four 
Romans  to  slay  them) 

BOADIGEA 

I  have  passed  beyond  endurance 

Into  the  fell  and  furious  stride 

Of  outrageous  war! 

British  Kings  and  Chieftains!     Sieze  your  swords! 

(The    Chiefs   come   forward 
and  take  up  their  swords) 

Rise!     Shake  up  the  heart  of  our  native  earth 

To  thunderous  tramp  toward  Gamelon; 

And  forth  from  our  noisy,  multitudinous  dust 

We'll  beat  hot  blades  to  hack  these  Romans  down, 

And  scorch  their  bitter  nostrils  with  the  stench  of  blood! 

Be  red  eyed  beasts,  my  people,  like  the  grim 
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And  gory  boar,  and  stain  your  savage  swords 

In  hideous  Roman  throats! 

Rise!    Advance!    Lay  waste!    Kill!    Kill!    Kill! 


(Drums.  As  the  lights  dim, 
there  is  a  loud  burst  of  yells 
and  chaotic  sounds,  which 
rapidly  takes  on  the  thun» 
derous  pulse  of  the  heavy, 
terrible  tramp   of  an  army) 


BLACK   OUT 
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SCENE   FIVE 

(The  red  light  of  sunset,  turning,  as  the  scene  progresses, 
rapidly  into  the  black  of  night.  There  are  three  camp  fires 
burning — one  left,  one  right,  and  one  on  the  platform  center. 
Around  each  fire  is  a  group  of  four  or  five  Britons  who  have 
come  home  wounded  from  battles.  Several  women  are  busy 
trying  to  bandage  them,  ease  their  pain,  etc.  Near  each  fire  is  a 
chaldron  of  mead  keeping  warm,  and  women  fill  horn  cups  and 
goblets  with  the  mead  for  those  who  can  not  get  it,) 

A  BRITON 

(Speaking  from  the*  fire  on  the 
right) 

Boadicea  is  merciless  in  war! 

In  the  midst  of  morning  she  destroyed 

The  space  and  life  of  Roman  Gamelon. 

We  burst  upon  the  city  in  our  loud 

Wild  wrath,  and  crushed  ten  thousand  Romans 

Down  to  death,  and  dimmed  the  light  of  sun 

With  a  city  hot  in  flames. 

We  drove  the  screaming  remnant  to  the  temple, 

Where  quaking  priests  of  Nero  and  Roman  men 

And  Roman  women  who  would  have  bred  new  sons 

To  fight  new  wars  for  Rome,  cried  for  mercy. 

Boadicea  is  merciless  in  war! 

And  those  who  knelt  to  her  for  mercy, 

She  slew  with  her  own  fierce  hand, 

Crying  aloud  as  her  bloody  sword  came  down, 

"This  is  the  mercy  I  have  learned  from  Rome!" 

Camelon  is  no  more,  and  we  few 

Are  twisted  and  broken  by  our  victory. 

A   BRITON 

(Speaking  from  the  fire  on  the 
left) 

(Stage  darkens) 

Boadicea  is  merciless  in  war ! 

The  Roman  town  of  Verulam  has  fallen. 
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The  night  before  was  peaceful ;  chimney  smoke 

Rose  and  vanished  in  the  shifting  mist, 

And  a  thousand  thousand  starlings 

Ghittered  on  the  rainy  eaves. 

Boadicea  did  not  wait  for  dawn, 

But  killed  the  city  in  its  peaceful  sleep: 

The  Romans  woke  to  flame  and  blood  and  death; 

And  our  encircling,  massy  force  choked 

The  writhing  city  till  it  lay  still, 

Unpeopled,  desolate  in  flames. 

Then,  with  the  day,  Gerealis  came, 

Too  late  to  save  the  city;  his  legions  met 

Boadicea  on  the  plain :  it  seemed 

Her  chariot  alone,  drawn  by  the  teeth 

Of  her  wondrous  swift  and  tawny  steeds, 

Gut  the  Roman  force  to  pieces: 

Thousands  fell:     Gerealis  fled: 

Our  hoary  druid  women  slew  all  captives. 

We  few,  with  broken  sides  and  ceaseless  wounds, 

Have  stumbled  home  in  victory. 

A   BRITON 

(Speaking  from  center  fire) 

Boadicea  is  merciless  in  war! 

She  led  us  in  our  rage  and  strength,  with 

Our  huge  hounds  baying  at  our  furious  sides, 

Down  upon  the  living  shape  of  London: 

The  Romans  fell  where  we  smote  them  on  the  streets ; 

Our  fierce  hounds  leapt  at  Roman  hateful  throats, 

Ripped  their  gullets,  tore  the  Romans  down, 

And  loped  along  with  dripping  tongue  and  fang 

To  further  kill.    The  river  Thames  turned  red ; 

Seven  times  ten  thousand  Romans  died; 

The  streets  of  London  stank  as  a  slaughter  house ; 

Boadicea  showed  mercy  not  to  one. 

While  the  city  burned,  we  staked  a  thousand 

Prisoners  at  the  river's  verge  to  meet 

The  rising  tide ;  they  writhed  in  thongs,  afraid 

Of  death;  and  drowned  as  worms  when  the  waters  rose. 

At  last  the  flames  burned  low;  charred  beams  fell: 
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The  silent  waste  was  peopled  by  vultures  and  by  rats. 
We  few  have  come  back  home, 
Blind  and  maimed  by  victory. 

A   BRITON 

(Speaking  from  fire  at  right) 

The  final  battle  is  being  fought  today: 
Suetonius  and  Boadicea  have  met. 
Our  angry  British  army  is  too  large 
For  Suetonius  to  save  himself: 
Britain  shall  be  rid  of  Rome  forever! 

(Enter  Bard,  left) 

BARD 

Boadicea  has  fallen. 

BRITON 

(At  center  fire) 

Boadicea  could  not  fall ! 

Boadicea  is  merciless  in  war! 

Suetonius  must  have  fallen  to  her  sword ! 

BARD 

(Goes  up  to  center  fire) 

We  were  too  many  people.    We  had 

Too  many  chiefs.     Too  many  British  wains 

Hemmed  the  field  of  battle.     Suetonius  stood 

In  close,  hard  steel  array,  at  the  edge 

Of  a  narrow,  wooded  ravine ;  by  compact  strokes 

He  cut  our  motley  force  asunder, 

And  ripped  our  leaders  down. 

Our  willow  woven  shields  could  not  withstand 

The  Roman  javelins;  our  reaping  hooks  and  cudgels 

Were  not  as  good  as  swords ;  the  British  moil 

Of  women,  men  and  dogs,  wagons,  beasts, 

Fought  the  compact  Roman  steel, 

The  way  a  sluggish  sheep  would  fight  an  eagle. 

Boadicea  has  fallen. 
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(Enter  right  a  group  of 
wounded.  They  settle  by  the 
fire.  One,  standing  a  mo- 
ment, speaks) 


BRITON 

Boadicea  is  dead.    As  I  passed  a  pile 
Of  carnage,  near  the  end  of  day,  where  men 
And  women,  horses,  babes  and  cattle 
Heaped  the  bloody  ground,  I  saw  her  crown, 
But  nowhere  saw  her  body  or  her  head. 

BARD 

(Striking  his  harp) 

Boadicea  has  fallen! 

Boadicea  has  fallen! 
Britons  !     Beat  the  earth  and  wail ! 
Beat  your  broken  breasts  and  wail! 
Our  Queen  has  fallen  down  in  war! 
Boadicea  shall  rule  no  more! 


(Enter  left,  a  group  of  Britons, 
wounded.  Settle  by  the  fire. 
One  speaks  before  he  slumps 
down) 


BRITON 

Boadicea  is  dead.    I  saw  her  leap 

To  single  combat  with  Suetonius, 

And  when  her  red  sword  drove  him  back  and  back, 

He  cried  for  Roman  aid,  and  a  Roman  swarm 

Gut  Boadicea  down,  and  trampled  on  her  body. 

BARD 

Boadicea   lies   full   length   in   dust, 
With  none  to  build  her  funeral  pyre, 
With  none  to  light  her  sacred  fire ! 
Britons,  beat  the  earth  and  wail ! 
Beat  your  broken  beasts  and  wail ! 

—  79  — 


(Enter  group  of  wounded  who 
go  to  center  fire.  One  speaks) 


BRITON 

Boadicea  is  dead.    I  saw  her  fall: 
As  the  red  sun  set  on  this  day's  horrid  scene, 
She  held  the  wild  reins  of  her  tawny  steeds, 
Whose  glistering  manes  shook  out  like  fire, 
And  sped  her  scythe-wheeled  chariot  abreast 
The  foe,  and  slew  and  slew  and  slew,  until 
A  Roman  javelin  burst  her  golden  throat. 
She  fell.    And  with  her,  Britain  fell. 

BARD 

(Striking  his  harp) 

Do  not  beat  the  earth  and  wail, 
But  bow  our  heads  down  lowly ; 

Do  not  beat  our  breasts  and  wail, 
But  sing  in  sorrow  slowly. 

Make  music  of  the  love 

We  bore  Boadicea; 
Tell  her  spirit,  gone  above, 

We  grieve  Boadicea. 

Love  and  grief  are  everlasting! 
Song  and  death  are  everlasting ! 
Bend  our  faces  low  and  sing, 
Sorrow,  sorrow  murmuring! 


(Enter  Boadicea  from  behind 
the  great  stone,  alone,  blood' 
stained  and  battle  torn) 


BOADICEA 
Boadicea  has  not  fallen  in  war! 


Boadicea  lives! 
Britain  shall  rise  again! 


BARD 
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VOICES 
Hail  Boadicea !    Merciless  in  war ! 

BOADIGEA 

I  have  come  home  to  die  by  my  own  hand, 

In  expiation  of  my  black  sin : 

I  did  not  endure  enough  for  peace. 

BRITON 

(At  right  fire) 

Regather  our  forces.    Go  to  war  again. 
Let  us  fight  our  way  to  victory. 

BOADIGEA 

Do  not  speak  of  victory!    We  are  the  slain! 

BRITON 

(At  left  fire) 

Then  the  victory  of  Rome  shall  be  complete. 

BOADICEA 

The  victory  of  Rome  is  death. 

Rome,  Britain  and  all  mankind 

Are  soiled  in  the  blood  of  this  horrid  war: 

No  sword  has  ever  won  a  victory; 

All  the  armies  of  all  the  world  have  not 

Strength  enough  to  renew  the  life 

Of  one  man  slaughtered  on  the  field  of  battle, 

And  that  one  man  was  mankind's  dearest  friend. 

I  have  betrayed  sweet  peace,  and  cannot  live. 


(Enter   right    Gwerydd    with 
two  men) 


Hail,  Boadicea! 


GWERYDD 
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BOADICEA 
Farewell,  Gwerydd! 

GWERYDD 

(Goes  up  to  Boadicea) 

I  have  come  to  bid  farewell. 

I  left  my  living  men  in  a  nearby  wood; 

We  must  night  wander  our  way  back  to  Wales. 

Roman  squads  pursue  our  broken  force 

Even  into  the  falling  dark  of  night. 

Bid  your  daughters  farewell  for  me. 

BOADICEA 

They  will  greet  you  in  another  world. 

Fridia,  the  soul  of  war,  killed  some  Romans, 

Then  leapt  to  single  combat  with  a  last: 

She  slew  the  Roman,  but  before  he  fell 

He  dug  his  sword  into  her  maiden  breast 

And  stopped  her  heart  forever. 

Naira,  sweet  child  of  peace,  lies  murdered: 

She  wore  a  garland  of  fragile  flowers  for  a  shield, 

And  through  the  angry  din  of  battle, 

She  sang  clear  songs  of  summer  peace, 

Until  an  insensate  flying  spear, 

That  knew  not  what  it  killed,  burst  her  throat. 

My  war  torn  hands  have  led  my  daughters 

Down  to  dark  bridal  beds  of  death. 

BARD 

(Striking  his  harp) 

Fridia  has  fallen  in  war! 
Naira  has  fallen  in  war! 
They  were  children  of  light  and  of  song; 

VOICES 
They  were  children  of  light  and  of  song! 
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BARD 

And  though  we  sing  forever, 

They  shall  rise  no  more ; 
They  shall  never,  never 

Return  from  their  death  in  war: 
They  were  daughters  of  light  and  of  song. 

* 
VOICES 

They  were  daughters  of  light  and  of  song. 

GWERYDD 

Surely  Suetonius  will  find  you  here.    Flee 
To  Scotland,  or  come  with  me  to  Wales. 

BOADIGEA 

I  know  the  Romans  are  coming.    On  my  dark  way  here 

I  passed  down  the  street  of  a  village  all  aflame, 

Where  Romans  had  been  before  me: 

I  stumbled  over  a  woman's  body  that  had  no  head ; 

There  a  baby,  with  fingers  twisted  in  the  bloody  hair 

Of  the  severed  head,  sat  on  the  ground  and  bawled: 

And  the  light  was  wild  and  wondrous  on  the  writhing  trees. 

GWERYDD 

Is  it  better  to  be  a  slave  of  Rome,  or  to  flee? 

BOADIGEA 

It  is  better  for  me  to  die. 

My  pride  is  gone.    I  could  be  a  slave  in  Rome, 

And  wither  my  patient  arms  in  servitude, 

Until  all  my  flesh  hung  slack  and  dry. 

I  have  no  fear  of  servitude. 

But  I  shall  not  live  to  be  by  the  Romans  made 

A  lying  emblem  of  lying  victory. 

They  shall  not  prod  my  living  flesh  in  false, 

Flamboyant  triumph  through  Roman  streets, 

Madding  the  crowds  for  new  and  bitter  wars 

On  other  weaker  people,  and  teaching  some  young 
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Suetonius  the  monstrous  lie  called  glory. 

War  can  not  end  in  victory:     I  shall 

Not  live  to  let  the  Romans  make  it  seem  so. 

BRITON 

Night  falls  on  Britain! 

The  lean,  black,  hot  eyed  boar 

Swings  his  fearful  tushes  at  a  briar  root, 

Smelling  death  in  a  dark  ground  hole, 

In  the  dark  and  soundless  silence. 

BOADIGEA 

Woe !     Boadicea ! 

ANOTHER    BRITON 

Night  falls  on  Britain! 

Look!     Beyond  the  sable,  tarnished  pool, 

One  mound  of  distant,  paly  grass 

Shines  in  the  gloom  like  Boadicea's  sorrow, 

Amid  a  wasted  world  of  black  despair, 

Where  there  is  no  sound. 

BOADIGEA 

Woe!     Boadicea!     Ruined  Queen! 

ANOTHER    BRITON 

Night  falls  on  Britain! 

Red,  broken  shards  of  the  fallen,  gory  sun 

Fade  to  splinters  on  the  blackening  clouds. 

ANOTHER    BRITON 

Night  falls  on  Britain! 

While  the  drear  and  monotone  wind  drones 

Our  despair  and  dies  to  silence,  voiceless. 

ANOTHER    BRITON 

Thick  fibred  night!     Dark,  troubled  web 
Of  interwoven  blood  and  death  and  terror, 
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Falls  on  Britain  now  forever,  with  no  morrow 
And  no  sound ! 

BOADIGEA 

Woe,  Boadicea! 

What  dread  pulse  perturbs  the  dark  and  stillness, 

And  troubles  the  earth  with  echoes  of  old  slaughter! 

ANOTHER    BRITON 

Night  falls  on  Britain! 

The  hillside  woods  press  forth  their  blackness, 
And  thickening  murk  shrouds  the  sombre  heads 
Of  blood  drenched  weeds  in  heavy  silence, 
Till  sound  is  soundless. 

BARD 

(Striking  his  harp) 

Great  sinewed  Laoch  fell  in  the  press  of  battle ! 
Higelac  stooped  his  mighty  neck  to  the  sword ! 
Estrild  fell  to  her  face  in  war-death! 
Madoc  fell  to  his  face  in  war-death! 

The  many  and  the  great  have  fallen! 

They  have  spewed  out  their  lives  on  the  ground! 

ANOTHER    BRITON 

Night  falls  on  Britain ! 

Even  the  swart,  swift  owl,  stooped  on  his  bough, 

Has   quelled  his   darkling  note   in   terror! 

BOADIGEA 

Woe !     Boadicea ! 

Hark  how  sullen,  throughout  the  darkness, 

Beats  a  horrid,  inharmonious  roar! 

Night  falls  on  Britain!     Now  hear 

The  inchoate  thud  of  our  army's  broken  heart, 

Hammering  the  grisly  ribs  of  slaughtered  men, 

Till  it  shakes  all  darkness  with  ruined  dissonance ! 

Near,  far-off,  in  my  own  heart  forever  slogging, 
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I  hear  the  weary,  wounded  Briton  feet 

Beat  the  bloody  sod  of  our  own  earth, 

In  brutal  plod  toward  Roman  servitude. 

Woe  to  Boadicea !     For  night  has  fallen  on  Britain ! 

(They  all  stoop  in  silent  grief. 
An  old  woman  carrying  a 
small  lantern  enters  right. 
She  searches  with  her  lantern 
through  each  group  in  turn. 
She  looks  long  into  Boadi- 
cea* s  face.  From  the  time  she 
leaves  Boadicea,  Boadicea 
watches  her.  The  old  woman 
does  not  speak  until  she 
finishes  looking  at  the  group 
by  the  fire  left) 

OLD    WOMAN 

He  was  a  tall  boy.    I've  looked  among  the  bodies,    He  was  a 
tall  boy. 

(She  goes  off  left  with  her 
lantern) 

(Boadicea  takes  her  crown 
from  her  head  and  breaks  it 
in  her  hands.  She  breaks  her 
sword  across  her  knee.  She 
removes  the  golden  band  of 

leadership    from    her   throat) 

BOADICEA 

I  am  a  Queen  no  more, 

But  a  blood  drenched  woman, 

With  soul  deep  soiled  by  a  hundred  thousand  deaths: 

I  have  seen  their  broken  bodies  on  the  battlefield ! 

(She  sits  on  the  ground,  digs  a 
hole  with  her  broken  sword, 
and  buries  her  emblem  of 
power) 
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My  kingdom  has  fallen,  as  Rome  shall  fall. 
Still  in  the  dark  and  endlessness  of  time, 
With  strength  more  mighty  than  our  mortal  dreams, 
And  dreams  more  awful  than  our  utmost  fear, 
Broods  a  largeness  and  majestic  force 
Of  antique  Nature,  which  will  bruise 
All  empires  down  to  pebbles  and  small  dust. 
Farewell  to  war  !   Farewell 

To  this  bitter,  blood  red  bloom  of  human  wrath! 
Farewell  to  slaughter  and  desolation! 
(She  strews  earth  on  her  bow- 
ed  head) 

BARD 

(Striking  his  harp) 

The  spears  of  the  strong  are  broken ! 
The  shields  of  the  great  are  shattered! 
The  song  of  the  battle  was  death! 

We  had  joy  of  the  dawn, 

But  day's  end  sorrow: 
The  thoughts  of  the  gods  have  undone  us, 

And  we  are  wretched. 

Boadicea!     Mighty  in  onslaught! 
Boadicea!    Merciless  in  war! 
Boadicea!     Stained  in  the  carnage! 

Weeps  on  the  ground 

And  strews  earth  in  her  hair. 
The  thoughts  of  the  gods  have  undone  us, 

And  we  are  wretched: 
And  many  and  many  grew  acquainted  with  evil 

In  the  surges  of  battle, 

In  the  deadly  reek, 

In  the  agony  of  death ! 

BOADICEA 

Woe !     Woe !     Boadicea ! 

I  have  sifted  my  thoughts  in  the  anguish  of  night 

And  found  but  the  face  of  death! 

—  87  — 


There  is  no  mercy  where  I  am  now; 

My  structured  world  throbs  to  bursting, 

And  will  burst! 

When  my  brain  is  broken, 

And  my  flesh  untied  from  my  bones, 

I  shall  no  longer  need  to  dream  of  peace. 

GWERYDD 

(Rising  with  his  two  men) 

Wales  is  far  off  in  the  dark  and  mist,  and  there 
My  people  wait  for  me.    Farewell,  Boadicea. 

BOADIGEA 

(Rising) 

We  shall  drink  farewell  in  old,  warm  mead. 

(Calls) 

Two  golden  cups,  brim  full !    Ye  others,  fill 

Your  cups  and  rise  and  drink,  if  your  wounds  will  let  ye ! 

(Two  full  cups  are  handed  to 
Boadicea.  She  gives  one  to 
Gwerydd.  The  others,  who 
are  not  too  wounded  to  rise, 
fill  their  horn  cups  to  drink) 

BOADIGEA 

Lift  your  cups  and  hear  farewell  forever! 

GWERYDD 

Farewell,  Boadicea.     Alas,  farewell ! 

I  must  lead  my  remnant  through  the  dark, 

Out  of  this  holocaust  back  to  Wales: 

I  pray  we  meet  again  some  happier  hour. 

BOADIGEA 

Gwerydd,  loyal  King  and  old  time  friend, 
Forgive  me  for  all  your  valiant  men  of  Wales 
Who  died  today  in  bloody  knots  of  battle ; 

—  88  — 


And  in  my  name  give  greeting  to  your  wife, 

Guinerva,  Wale's  clear  eyed  Queen. 

I  remember  her  from  long  ago, 

When  she  and  I,  sweet  girlhood  friends,  were  schooled 

At  Maiden  Castle,  on  Scottish  lofty  rocks ! 

Tell  her  for  me  that  I  still  remember  her  hand, 

I  remember  her  laughter  in  the  sun  and  wind ; 

I  remember  that  once  she  was  a  child: 

She  will  remember  me:     I  was  a  child. 

Tell  her  for  me,  that  when  we  drank  farewell, 

You  saw  Boadicea,  once  Queen  of  Britain, 

To  atone  for  the  sin  of  murdering  peace, 

Sift  deadly  powders  into  her  goblet  thus 

(She    quickly    puts   poison    in 
her  cup) 

And  drain  the  goblet  of  its  poisoned  dregs ! 

(She  drinks) 

(The  others  are  aghast.  None 
drink.  Boadicea,  still  hold' 
ing  her  cup,  looks  at  all  their 
faces) 

BOADICEA 

Is  there  not  one  who  will  drink  me  now  farewell, 
As  I  pass  from  ye,  grievous,  down  the  awful  aisles 
Of  the  dead,  into  lone,  eternal  secret? 

GWERYDD 

(Slowly  raising  his  cup) 

Farewell,  Boadicea! 

(He  drinks) 

BOADICEA 

Will  ye  not  drink  me  all  farewell ! 

Rise  on  your  stumpy  legs,  ye  bloody  slain! 

Rise,  ye  hacked  and  torn  and  blood  smeared  wretches ! 

Rise,  though  ye  die ! 

And  drink  me  the  death  of  outrageous  war! 

—  89  — 


(Some  who  had  not  risen  be~ 
fore  stagger  to  their  feet.  All 
drink) 


I  am  not  afraid  of  death:  be  ye  not  afraid  of  peace: 
Peace  is  the  large  good  labor  man  must  learn. 


BARD 


(Letting  his  harp  hang  in  his 
hand) 

Boadicea  stands! 

But  death  has  entered  in  her. 

Boadicea  stands! 

But  death  is  swift  untying 

The  knots  of  life  within  her, 

And  she  must  fall. 

BOADICEA 

Bury  me  without  my  crown : 

Bury  me  without  my  sword: 

Let  me  be  as  simple  as  the  earth  in  death. 

(The  goblet  falls  from  her 
hand.  The  silence  is  intense. 
Her  voice  is  soft) 

How  fresh  and  wide  and  green  is  the  peace  of  earth  at  dawn ! 

(Boadicea,  dies,  Gwerydd 
catches  her,  and  others  help 
him  lower  her  to  the  ground, 
as  all  light  fades  to  blackness) 
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